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7 HE 3 0 1 this Play, which 


its Author tiles Dramatic Romance of 
the fourteenth century, has not, JI believe, as 


vet been publ. ſhed. It never came under my 


inſpection ; and, I ic had, I could have made 
no uſe of it, not under tanding a Vll 4 the 
language. 

. The model, upon which I wed WAS an 


Enghſh tranſlation, that profeſſed nothing 


| mor® than fidelity to the words of the author, 


and this I have no doubt it corredtly perform- 
ed, In this copy I diſcovered the frame cv 
of what might be made a ſplendid ſpectacle; 
and the known liberality of thoſe, m whom the 
| Ae, and conduct of the Theatre are 
a 2 =, 


4 


B PREFACE. 
| veſted, has more than equalled every erpecra- 


tion I could ground upon their ſupport. What 
elſe I diſcovered, except as above ſtated, it may 


not become me to ſay, for I have no right to 


pronounce upon an author, who compoſes in a 


language unknown to me; but certain it is, I 
and reſponſi. ible to the Public for every ſen- 
tence in this Drama now before them, with 
the exception of a very few periods indeed, 
and thoſe of no great importance, Let Kot- 
Zebue therefore anſwer for no more than be- 
longs to him—the plot and fabric of JOANN A. 
Whether I have marred it or mended it in the 


execution, can only be decided when the Public 


Hall be in poſſeſſion of the means for a cane 


them. 
It has fo rarely been my babit ts. worite 


upon any plot but of my own fabrication and 


invention, that what J aſſert in the Prologue 


is mf ftrifly true; vix. 9 


« All, who cou'd 1 my labour, wou' d confeſs 
« Originality had made it leſs.“ 


Whether from inaptitude for the taſh, or from 
; whatever other cauſe my embarraſſments have 


proceeded, 


FR EPA CE. 8 
2 proceeded, . ſuch they have been, and fo many 
' Yimes have I woven! and unwoven this Pe- 
nelope's web, that if plays were vny to ve 
appreciated by the pains they coſt in compoſing, 
this of mine would have a merit, which J 
fuſpedt the world will not be in the humour 
to attach to it. Then indeed I ſhould have 
one fair exception to ſet againſt the many in- 
flances of precipitation, of which I fland ar- 
cuſed, but of which ] cannot be duly convicted, 
till it is known of how many hours my day 
confiſts, and what portion 85 thoſe I devote 70 
my ſludtes. 
I have heard ure authors inſtance a 
. dtſpatch in compoſition, of which I have no 
conception; but, with reſpect to the drama 
now ſubmitted, whether J did or did not 
aride it, ſtans pede in uno, I can only aſſure 
the Public, I will never ſtand upon German 
legs any more, but take my chance with my 


countrymen for ſo much of their favour as my 
own independant efforts can obtain for me. 

I have now been ſo often before the Reader, 
that I muſt claim the privilege of addreſſing 
VLin as a friend, whom I am not to flatter, 

and 


enn 


and in whoſe company I am not to degrade 


myſeif . mand free of: 'fupplication, aſ- 


ſumed for no other purpoſe than to invoke his 
candour ; the which, if he has not, falſe dif- 
fidence will not create, and, if he has, plain 
ſpeaking will not offend. I therefore ſhall 
not ſeruple to | ſay (ſpeaking under the ſunc- 
tion of age and long experience} that the 
diction of Joanna is not inferior to that of 
any of my moſt favoured plays. I know I 
have outlived the time, when a ſimple and, 
conſiſtent fable, developed in correct and claſſic 
diction, preſenting characters to be found in 


nature, and producing incidents not irrecon- 


cileable to probability, can no longer attract. 
I alſo perceive ] have lived to ſee the time, 
when not content with the eccentricities of our 
own ſtage, we have gone to that of the Ger- 
mans for freſh ſupplies of what awe were over- 
frocked with=—falſe writing and falſe moral. 
It is too often that the ſucceſs or failure of a 
play depends upon the caſt, not upon the com- 
pojition ; of courſe the play is written more for 
the actors behind the curtain, than for the 
audience before it : this makes Tragedy rus 
6 | rioi, e 
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riot, and Comedy play the antick. Me have 
actors, who poſſeſs ſuch irreſiſtible power over 
_ the rifibility of the ſpectator, that our writers 
for the ſtage find their account in availing 
 themfelves of thoſe powers, and produce a ſpe- 
cies of compoſition, which, departing from the 
character of the legitimate drama, may be ſaid 
to border very obs upon Farce and mum- 


mery. 
Where faſhion points, the age will be 


755 endeavouring to write according to nature 
and good models, the dramatic author finds 
himſelf deſerted by the Town, who but will be 
ven of the attempt? If the public taſte is 
vitiated, the remedy is not with him: the 
critic may take up the cauſe; à good dramatic 
cenſor may do much, but a ſcurrilous one can 
ect nothing. Are authors only to be laſhed, 
and their miſleaders to be paſſed over uncor- 
rected? The enlarged expences of our royal 
theatres do not warrant their proprietors 2 
oppoſing themſelves to the public taſte — how 
then ſhould authors undertake it? 

As T have been uniformly adverſe in my 


8 to the introduction of theſs German 
dramas 


— — — — — Ce A 
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Vi PRE F AC E. 
dramas on the Enghſh ſtage, it. may well be 
ſuppoſed my reaſons for undertaking to adapt 
this of Joanna were ſtrong ones, and in yield- 
ing to them, I have only to regret, that my 
endeavours have not been more ſerviceable ta 
the intereſts of a theatre, to which I have 
every obligation, not only for the fair 
and honourable treatment I experienced from 
the proprietors, but alſo for the warm and 
cordial ſupport I received from the performers. 
Mr. Incledon in particular has a claim to 
my beſt acknowledgments for his very honour - 
able and zealous perſeverance in his duty, under 
_ circumſtances of ſuch an afflifting nature, as 
might have fully juſtified him for declining 
it. | | | 

In the copy now printed, I have not alto- 
gether adhered to the Prompter's book, as it 
was altered after the firſt night's repreſonta- 
tion. The Reader will obſerve I have re- 
tained the incident of Lazarra's jalling by the 
band of Foanna ; this I have done, becauſe I 
ſee no particular reaſon for departing ſo entirely 
from the author's firſt conception, though good 
reaſon obtained, in point of action, for the altera- 

7 g : tion 


PREFACE. ix 
tion that was made on the ſecond night. On 
the German flage, Albert, in the combat with 


his rival, flumbles over the root of a tree, 


and falls to the ground; in this inſtant 
Joanna ruſbes in accoutred in the complete 
armour of a warlike knight, and with a huge 
fword of two-handed fway diſpatches Lazarra 
at a firoke, Albert, thus critically reſcued, 


- riſes and requeſts the unknown Knight to put 
- up his viſor, when to his aſtoniſhment he dis 


covers his preſerver m the perſon of his 
wife, How they may manage theſe matters 
on the German ſtage ] cannot pretend to ſay ; 
perhaps their actors may be better duelliſte, 


and their actreſſes more adroit in warlike 
operations than ours; but if we found diffi- 


culty in the action, ſimplified as it is, how 
much more ſhould we have been embarraſſed 
in point of execution, had we undertaken to 


perform it in the ſpirit of the original? 


In the concluding ſcene of the third af, 
Menſel in the original gets drunk upon the 
age, and the keys are taken out of his cham- 
ber by Philip, whilſt his . intoxicated father 

| | b lies 


— 
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X P RE FA C E. 
lies buried in profound ſleep. Tf what 1 


ſubſtituted in place ꝙ this incident is not ſo 


ncar to nature as the original, it is certainly 


leſs offenſive to decorum, and better ſuited to 


the manners of our Engliſh ſtage. When 1 


am ſpeaking of this ſcene (unqueſtionably the 
moſt prominent in the play I cannot paſs it 


over without acknowledging my obligations to 


the young and riſing actor, whoſe energetic 


and impreſſive execution in the character of 


Philip gave ſuch brilliancy to the repreſen- 
tation, and diſplayed powers, which, when 
drawn forth by abler authors, and better 
opportunities, cannot fail to place him in the 


- very higheſt rank of his profeſſion. 


The Joanna of Kotzebue is hept out of 


2 during the whole time that Lazarra is 


in pofſefſion of her caſtle, and of courſe is 
never before the audience but in the opening 
and concluſion of the play. It appeared to 
me expedient to fill up this hiatus, and of 
_—_ per ſcenes in the middle acts are * 

nentary. 
I Ae manner, IW, Ti in the „ 2 
LS. merely 


RR 
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PREFACE. + 
merely the Shadow of a character. , T he ſup- 
port of ſuch an actor as Mr. Munden, is 
an object which every author will reach at 
with avidity. TI ſincerely thank him for his 
cordial affiftance ; ; TI wiſh my efforts had been 
more proportionate to his merit. To the 
performers, who condeſcended to appear in 


characters, neither adequate to their merits, 


nor conſonant with their feelings, 1 have more 


to offer than acknowledgments ; 1 my beg 
them to accept my apology. 

As there is no muſic in the original, I muſt 
in juſtice exonerate the author from all reſpon- 
ſibility on the ſcore of the diſcarded Page. 
When his ſinging ceaſed, his ſervices were 19 
longer wanted ; two ſongs were compoſed for 
this character, though but one was perform- 
ed ; theſe exqu ;fite melodies will, 1 hope, be 


publ iſhed by the compoſer ; and that I may not 


appear to keep that out of fight, which will 
do him ſo much Honour to produce, I retam 


thoſe ſongs in my copy, and of courſe y 


whole part of Eugene. 


The overture, choruſſes, and 2 ge, inci- 
B35 dental 


„ P R E FAC E. 

* Auetal to the piece, with four Hamplanicr be- | 

ll teen the acts, were all compoſed for the o 

3 cafion by Mr. Thomas Buſby : He 'alſo, in 

| the run of: the prece, Jubſittuted a new Quin- 5 

6 ftetto inftead of the Peaſjant's chorus in the 

=: opening ſcene, and at the ſame time withdrew 

| HH. the finale of Foy, Foy, Foy ! and introduced 

\ upon the ninth night a ſhorter and moſt bril. 
liant chorus to the following words . : 


4 Hail, glorious day! Death ſtrikes our impious foe, 
And Victory binds her wreath on Virtue's brow.” 


It is matter of the bi gel. fatisfa&ti on to 
me to find that the Public have done juſtice 
to his eminent abilities, I fmeerely hope this 85 
bis firſt efſay im the dramatic line will encou- 
rage him 70 employ his talents upon a larger 
and more Splendid ſeale, Where genius fo 
ſublime is combined with ference 2 profound, 
what is there within the province of his 
Studies, which foe world May not expect 4 85 „ 
Nr. Buſby ? 

As the TID , which was given to this | 
ET: 1 play upon the firſt evening only of its Per- 5 
formance, has paſſed over me without injury. 
I. ſhould have paſſed over it without @ re- 

= | EO mark, 


PREFACE. - 

8 mark, but that I am given to underſtand an 

opinion Was. in circulation, that I had vanity 
enough to conceive I had prepared a fpec- 

tacle, and compoſed a drama to rival, nay to 

eclipſe, one that was triumpbantly eſtabliſhed 

on the fijter age. As an author, I have 
F never appealed from the decifions of the 
4 [ theatre: conſcious that nothing can be more 
perfettly at the mercy of the Public. than an 

8 author's reputation, when he has committed — 

9 to the flage, I have never offered a ingl. 
EE word in arreſt of judgment, however. rigo- 5 
 rous, nor perſiſted to obtrude myſelf, when I 
bad ance diſcovered I was no longer welcome. 

That we bad no reaſon to yield the play up 
uon the partial clamour of the firſt night, 
1 the event of the ſecond clearly evinced; not a 
| murmur vas heard, and the applauſe was ge- 

neral; If I had been the arrogant man, 
which it is preſumed I was thought to be by | 
 fome of my opponents, their reſentment would 
3 5 Have fallen 2 much more heavily upon the li- 7 | 
beral proprietors of the theatre, than upon * 
me individually, that there would have been 
| | Ny more male than Juice in their 

1 ä revenge. 
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xiv PREFACE. 
revenge. But the 22 of adipting this Ger- . 
nan Drama to our flage was no work of my 
| ſeeking, and though I expended more Pains 
upon it than I ever did upon any play in my , 
life, the hopes I formed of its ſucceſs were _ 
_ ebiefly grounded on the brilliancy of the ſpec-= 
 racle, and the excellence of the mufic : As fr 1 
Pizarro, I envy not his ſucceſs ; I do not af. 
fire to rival it, I cannot wiſh to leſſen it; 
and if any man doubts' my ſincerity, let him 
put himſelf in the predicament of an author, 
for years held off from receiving tbe fair and 
moderate earnings of his productive ſervices, N 
and loking to that very fund for indemni ifica- 
tion, then let him aſk his conſcience what he 
would ſay to ſuch an idle imputation, and bis 
anfwer 2 be mine. 


Ot 
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PROLOGU E. 


TI E Scenes that ſoon will open to your view, 

In their firſt ſketch a foreign author drew; 

If merely tracing his inventive thought 

We ſet tranſlation? s ſervile taſk at nought, 

All who can judge our labour, muſt confeſs 

Originality had made it leſs. 1 | 
Our Dramatiſts you know, in every age, 

Have copied from the French and Spaniſh ſtage: 

We have done leſs—for ſave in plot alone, 

The work from top to bottom is our own. | 
_[* Still, if you think the Britiſh ſtage auge. 

« Is it by us, or by the public taſte? _ 

« Let our ſpectators ſtoop to your decree, 

« And as our maſters are, ſuch we will be.”] 

If thus tow'rds you in conſcience we are clear, 
There's nothing from our foreign friend to fear; 
We've given him all our care with muſic's aid, 
And painting's art, his ſplendid ſcene array'd ; 
That when his muſe imperial ſhall be ſhown 
Audience not leſs illuſtrious than her own, 

She may not have it in her power to ſay, 
A Britiſh ſtage diſgraced a German play. 
The Author of our plot, from married life 


Selects his heroine, a virtaous wife! 


This character, as fearing to advance 


Fiction too bold, he paints as a Romance; 


We, under no ſuch terrors, vouch it true, 
And for its living model point to you: _ 
Aſſerting, you in grace and goodneſs ſhow 
All that was lovely centuries ago; 

Conſcious tho? Wives of old were more demure, 
Four eyes may ſparkle, and your hearts be pure. 
Here we conclude, for Muſic now prepares 

Her better prologue to more moving airs— 
If knotted oaks will bend to her appeal, 
Need ſhe "4 that hearts of oak will feel? 


„ Theſe four ads betvork brackets were not 1 . 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. | 


ALBERT, Lord of Thurn -.: Te - Mr, Pope. | 
Lazarra, a Knight = - < - Mr. Holmam 
Darbony - - - - - - - -, Mr. Incledon. 
Wenſel, Caftellan of Belmont - - - Mr. Waddy, 
Philip, bis Son = = = +<, Mr. H. Johnſtone. 
Guntram - = = -- - Mr. Emery. 
c LAY 
Wolf, Warden of Thurn Castle - Mr. Munden, 
Romuald -  - - = .- - - - Mr, Reeve. 
Reinhard - "=. = '- +- „Mr. Abbot. 
Ulrick - - - - - Mr. King. 
Henry, Son to Albert and Joanna. Ee 
Iſt Soldier „ 5 = — © — M. Klanert. 
2d Soldier, — - — Mr. Atkins. 
_  Lazarra's Servant: Mr. Curtis. 
SW = _ =, = i Darmnpice, 
Shepherd - = = = Mr. Gardner. 
Mountaineer - = - - - - - Mr. Claremont, 


Joanna of Mantfance - e- = 55 Mrs. N 8 
FPPCCCCCCTCCC0000C(00T0T0000 - 
Page - - - Mifs Waters. : 


| — Vena Pe aſant = — —¼ Mrs. Whitmore, 
Girl 5 - _ 0 2 | a .c Miſs Cox. : 
CHORUSSE by the Heel Performers. 


Scene SWISSERLAND. 


— A © x 
* « ” . - > Y 
4 ap 5 44 ö 1 1 ” y 
| "eq 8 44 . i £ 
Jas exp © » p s % . 4 4 
ol "#. * _ & 5 
* 0 , 
k 7 
N - * 
7 0 4 f I 7 J . "A; 
; F- Y 4 p x 
” : C 
% 0 
* ; £ 4 F 
. 
5 1 # 6 5 . 8 
* * 
* \ o 1 * « 4 
? Y 
» 
” 4 . | ; wn I 
g 1 4 0 | ] , * 
- . $4 
4 
* - 
- 


4 = - 
4 4 3 ” 
- 
% * rs . 8 
— 
KG 
4 * 


© | SCE NE di Ws a Ks of Peaſants affembled 
[4 on a Terrace belonging to the magnificent Caſtle of 
= TavurN. ' LAZARRA, in the habit of a' Pilgrim, 
* 4 fands apart from the group, rv their pro- 
5 ceedings. 

| RI Finsr PEASANT. 
RE you all ready? That is the 3 of 
A our noble lady Joanna of Montfaucon. 

— Who ſets off with the ſerenade? 
| Ol D Max. 

silence, ren, filence ! | we'll have no Gog- 

ing. : 

Fs Pravanr. : 
Who ſays no ſinging, when I made the ſong 3 > 


Ot Mx. 
. do. Tis early morning, and our * lady 
may not be ſtirring yet. 


nsr PEASANT. | | 
Never tell me: the ſun 1 18 on the hills; ſhe” 8 


not in bed. 


f | OLD Man. 
It has pleas'd heaven to viſit her with nels 
B 


Fiksr 


— — . —— — 
1 1 — * . — — 
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> JOANNA: 


Finsr PEASANT. 2 .. 
Don't fay ſo: the good lady Joanna is no 
longer ill. 0 Horus ſound 10 oh chace.) And 
hark! there s a proof of it. Our lord is going "F 
to the chace. Would he do that, if our dear lady 3 
was not well? She is well, ſhe muſt be well, ſhe Y 
* be well therefore let us have our ſong. 


Orp Max. | 
Hold, I tell you: wait only till our neigh- 


bour comes back to us: he may perhaps haye | 
ou her. 


- - 
I 
.. 
1 
* 
70 


La ARRA. 3 
How this woman is ador'd! apart.) 
-",”. 6 Max. 0 A countryman 
Look, here our neighbour comes. comes from 


the Caſtle; they. all es 2 lim. 
Well, what news of the lady Joanna ? - 


 FinsT PEASANT. 
Hare you ſeen her-? | 
22% Ow Wolah ESD... 
Have you ſpoken to her? „„ 
GIRL. 5 
Is ſhe quite well? 3 


| Country MAN: 

Have patience. I have ſeen her; ſpoken to ber 

She bids me greet you all moſt kindly. - 
Ol D Man. | 
Yes, yes, ſhe is always kind. 
> Laan... 

| Wou'd I cou'd fay ſo? Why, juſt Heaven, 
with all this charity in tore, cou'd ſhe find none 
for n me ? N Philip enters, followed by ſervants 


. carrying aſs and cups. 7 
P HILIP. 


freſhment. 


A DRAMATIC ROMANCE. 4 

8 PRI. | . 

Bless you, good people all; your noble Lady 
ane you with a blefigg.—Shöe l. ——— ap- 
Pear; in the mean while ſhe _ FRI a re- 


N OLD Max. 85 de 
With heart and ſoul we thank her; but we 


_ 


don't come to > drink; we come to row for = 


Ty.” 


| Pnilir. 
Thank 1 your prayer is granted Pil. 


grim, do you want a draught ? 


LAZZARR A. 
I thirſt 3 but *tis not for N wine: I 


have negd of charity, but do not want. 


. PRILIp. l : | 
My queſtion was a fmple one; pom is 
myſterious. TE. 
Ot» Man. 


Stand by, land by Our bonour d 1 
comes. 25 | 
1 | 
 Hab! tis Joanna—beautiful as ever Caſde 3 
(Joanna enters, leading in her infant ſon. 
| Chorus of PEASANTS. , 


2 Lady, great and good and fair. 


Pure as faints and angels are, 
_ ©, Flow'rets bath'd in morning dew, 
Nature's boon, we bring to you. 
« Bountequs Lady we implote ! 
Heaven to grant you plenteous ſtore, 
Store of honours, ſtore of wealth, 
_ © Crown'd with long, long years of health.” 


B 2 fl Joanna. 


- 


| \ Joanna. 
- Thanks; my good 


JOANN A 


S 


l We ei 
marks of your affection are not loft upon me. 


That health, which Heaven in mercy hath reſtor d, 


* 


now I perceive how it is priz d by you, will 
profit me the more. On my ſick bed, when the 


chaſtiſing angel ſtruck: me down, and the fierce 


fever ſcorch'd my panting breaſt, not for myſelf, | 


but for this darling child, for my dear huſband, 


and for you my friends, I humbly Prop the 


| Lied of life to {pare me. 


ol Man. 
The Lord be prais'd for having fg dy your 


£42 74 


life - But you are faint, and we intrude 8 5 


you. We'll bleſs you and depart. 


ALL.. 


Bleſs you, ſweet Lady, bleſs you! 


| "Joanna. . . 
Oh! my children for ſuch you are to me} no 
more of this! Sweet as fuch bleſſings 


are, for- 


bear them now. The ſtricken lyre will tremble 
whilſt it yields exquiſite muſic at the minſtrel's 


touch, ſo through each fibre, that enfolds my 
heart, there is a time when even joy gives pain, 


and to be bleſs'd and Prais d by thoſe I love, ſets 


every nerve in motion with delight, till the ſenſe 
akes with tranſport. Therefore, friends, depart 


and leave me with this ſilent man. 


+ T2 


1 AP but Lazarra depart, Dp 
leading out the child. ** 


| Lazanno. Joanna, 


| Joanna, 


Pilgrim, whence come you? 


LAZzARRA. 


Ct 


8 
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A DRAMATIC ROMANCE. 5 
LAZARRA. | 1 55 
Laſt from Savoy, Lady. 


Joanna. | | 
You have ſome Private lute» 154ttt 5% 


oy 


| LAZARRA. | 
mole to bear you the greetings of an anxious 
, abſent end, wank lady Adelaide, abbeſs of Ry- 
| OY, {46 1 5 

Ah! the good Adelaide, the fair recluſe; The 

word hath loſt one of it's rareſt graces. . 
LAz ARR a. 

The world indeed hath loſt, but Heaven bath 
gain'd her. What ſhall 1 ſay when I return to 
e ee „ 

„e 
Tell my dear Adelaide I'm well _ | happy: 


LAZ A RR A. : 

Maſt 65 happy? Fs 
| "Joanna. 

Th you fa the truth. * 
LZARRA. | 

1 was ported to her, you eos ArverT 
the Lord of Tuvnn hy force, not choice. 


Joaxxa. 
It was a calumny. | 
£7 LazaRRA. x 
And that your heart inclin'd you to 1 


Joanna. 3 
That i 1s antrye; I never ſaw Lazarra, but at a 
tournament, and then he wore his vizor r down. 
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| Do you think io ?. 


"Cos JOAN 


| LAZARRA. | 
But he contended for you with Lord Albert— 


Joanna. 


He did, Ps] was defeated. 
LAZARRA. 


, A - $7 


| Joanna. : ; 
And languiſh'd long under the cute of wounds 5 


inflicted "9 my buſband's {word— 


"Lazar, 
| Are you quite ſure of that ell, Pot | 
Lady, I ſhall report you ſuch to Ao: ; and ſo 
farewell! 3 


Farewell! Pans | 
LAZ ARRA. 


May * not pay a pilgrim's homage here ? 


Joanna. ' 

$0! b Peace be with you ! 

(Jie gives her hand, and he aku, . 
LAZ ARRA. Cale) btn | 

Peace !—no. peaceis with me. Lazarra's heart 
harbours eternal hatred ; and, come this night; 
Albert thall rue my vengeance... __ (Ext) 

- Joanna. (alone.) 

That man 1 bes miſchief in his heart ; and look! ! 
"his lips have left a red and angry ſpot upon my 
. hand. —May no ſuch pilgrims ever vifit here! 
— Hah ! ! my dear lord! (ALBERT enters. } 

. ALBERT. 5 . 

What do! ſee? Joanna, and abrogd.; '$ Are 

you not out too early? /' 


Joanna.” 


Are you not rather home too ſoon, my Aber, 
1 


2 ART > # 
9 4 Was 
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if your field {po ts might dimpate that gloom 
which for theſe t three days paſt, hath hung upon 


You! ö ALBERT. 
Alas! the field affords no W for me : I 
ſhall not hunt to-day. | 
| Joanna. . 
Then, for the firſt time, I demand my right; 
my part in your affliction. Do not tell me that 
Lam weak, a woman — and unfit to be the ſharer 


of your ſecret thoughts: Am I not Albert's 
wife; and did the vow he pledg' d me at the altar 


only make me the fond laffociate of his happy 
hours, not of his ſad ones? Oh, my beſt of 
friends ! thou haſt nurs'd me in fickneſs; _ 
not I cheer thee in ſorrow ? 


ALBERT. 
Excellent Joanna! be ſatisfied; I will not i: 
a worm to gnaw my conſcience ; nor hold that 
back which! is another's right. 
© Joanna. F 
| What is another's right? 
ALBERT. | | 
Ev'n all you ſee.—This caſtle, at 4 whwſh gate 
you feed the poor; this rich domain, was raviſh'd 
from its ne, the baniſh'd Lord of Thurn. 


JOAN NA. 
Not by n my Albert. 
ArgERTr. 
Neo. —Would to heaven my fathet had been - - 
clear from that reproach as I am ! But alas! it 
was a guilty buſineſs, my Joanna; and tho' in 


. candour I'm not bound to blazon my father's 
| ſhame, in honour I am bound to render juſtice to 


the Lord of Thurn. | 
Joaxxa. 


Ls 


is the rightful heireſs. 


'8 = e NN A: $3 


pet Joanna. * 8 
The Lord of Thurn is dead. He had no \fon. 


ALBERT. 
He bad a daughter; and, if ſhe ane, ſhe : 


Jpg | & 

Well, where i 18 1 . „ 
ALBERT. © | 
That i 18 nl known. Her father was ag ind 
ſlain by robbers. This daughter, then an infant, 
was with him ; and whether ſhe was carried. off 5 


; alive, or n her father's fate, remains in doubt. | 


© Joanna, | 
Then 40 we hold this caſtle ber in truſt till 
that doubt 1 18 reſolv d. Let her be found. 


AlBE Rr. 
Andi is Joanna then content to loſe what ſhe 
employs ſo worthily? 


Joanna. | 
To loſe? - How 1 is that loſt which we ve no 
right to keep? by 
| ALBERT. | 0 | 
True; but reflect, that when * caſtle 8 


gone, my fam eſtate is all that's left me. 


9 4 


| Joanna. + | 
Is that all? No; z you have a faithful wiſe, a 
lovely hopeful child, a mind at peace, and the pure 
bliſs which unſtain'd honour gives—enjoyments, 
Albert, which who hath, is rich in his proud po- 
verty; and who hath not, is beggar d by his riches. 
„ Aar. | 
es woman, come to my arms! This 
treaſure is my own: N othing but death can rob 


me of this wealth. 
Jo AN xA. 
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198 + T2300 * 2 151 14: Joanna 1 21018 21 

We will" Rave tfeaſüre [where death cannet 
Weich it. When confcious rectitude hath chac'd 
the cloud that wrinkles en your brow; and with a 
ſmile yen enter the ſmall cot where T will meet 
you, cherubs of health and peace ſhall deck the 
chamber of our repoſe with furniture more rich 
than kings dan purchaſe; the low roof ſhall 
mount above the pitch of palaces and towers; 
and when I walk beſide thee, what imports it if 
leagues or inches limit our poſſeſſions ? Thou 
art my property, thy love my treaſure, thy cou- | 

e my ſtrong caſtle and defence: One robe 

dorns me, thy untainted honour; one coſtly 
Jewel, my beloved child. (Parry enters. ) 

Vi mtr. ; 
| if I intrude; forgive me. k aas told you! 'had 
aſk d tor k me. 
Ars 1. 5 

is true, I Kd, Dover Philip; this day. com- 
pletes the year that J have held you a hoſtage * 

dhe allegiance of your father, my caſtellan « 

Belmont. Now 8 in s and Leder Tea 


ny name. oy 72 7 j : 
\ Parte.” we 
| You have forgiv'n him bel noble ar — 
| ALBERT. | 
i Tris not my Practice to forgive by balves, 
* PaiLie. 
N ve n in oblivion his offence.— | 
ALBERT. | 
What I egi J alſo can forget. 
PHIL Ir. 


5 So cannot I your moſt 86898 hl 


For 


* 4 
513 


40 1 1404 N N 4 1K 
For life alone I am my father 8 debtor ; ; for 


virtue, your's. You taught; me how to prize it, 


and your example train d me in the practice. My 


4 father” s tailings. you have never mention'd i in pre- 


fence of his on. For this I thank you—'twas 

delicate, twas noble! But I can no ore,” 
en feelings are ſo ſtrong ON ee ab 

„% 0 i Joanna,” $3.20 ; 1 "13 

rann, ou Philip: * Tet us often ſee e you 6 

ent dee, PRE 

Oh, you are f great, ſo rich! — Sr Barns OE 

Joanna. "nn 
bak 8 rich wy great, that Bae! 85 reverſe ? 


* 


| Let us be i in your thoughts, as you in our' 3. 290 


1 x. Sn. 
To the laſt breath of life. a _ Heaven and od 
angels guard yu. ( Bw: hay 4 
ALBERT. 


Worthy. Philip! his beart is full; he never 
will forget us and in the day of trouble, of 


Whole coming I have an awful warning, I predict 
that grateful youth will be a friend to ſerve us. 


ah ! who comes here, with our old Warden, 


Wall.” 1255 OY brings in ROMUALD bound, 


— 


between Fa foreſters. 15 


Wort- 
Bring him along. Wa e Lord, ww got 


him, We ſnapt this ugly fellow in the hg 


pri des, 5 ALBERT: 
Why did you fo? _ 
 Worts. 8 
Lock at bis coat, I pray you; look at his 


badge=>l wave all comments « on his eee 


1 at ROMANCE. 11 


face; ; I only fay he wears Lazarra- $ lvery;. and 
| therefore, catching” him in the coat” of a ſcoun- 
dxel, I humbly. apprehend he cannot fa” to be 
of the complexion of a raſcal. | X 


. +57 


ALBERT. 
That 8 but x an outſide argument, friend Walt. 
WoL F. 73 : IE f 


Sie, take . fide you will of a . I 
thief, and you ſhail find him {till an arrant knave; 85 
for here's the caſe this fellow lurks about, and 
hides in the thick woods ; why does he ſo? Why. 
but becauſe the gallows ftands in fight, and tis 
a pretty eye-trap he has no taſte for, being a two- . 
leg'd building without, floors, the which who ' 
takes pofleſſion « of is left to dangle and cut capers 
in the air.—l pray you, Sir, give him a leaſe for 
i of that ſame ey tenement ; that e 


* 


| ALBERT. EO 
A " it been my cuſtom to condemn 
a man unheard ? Let him ſpeak for himſelf. Are 


you in tlie ervice of r Oo 
6 Peg 8 2 * * 


[5 3 


Nager | 

1 aint r bB. 
Joanna. eu e 

Where i is your maſter? -, 


, RomvaALD: 1 1 
That 1 don t know, Iam on fuclough, | 
of Wer. 320 
Tou be,; you ar in .. HY 
6 , Romyvaty, 
Old Guntram is 1 uncle: 1 came hither to 
= WE 1 ; * 2 15 Won. 


12 


ol ns is an old fox, and if you kr 
the child of his ſiſter—(ſaving her ladyſhip's pre- 
ſence) I take leave to (ell you, * are the 1 5 

of a ſtrumpet. 


Arie 


N maine! muſt your abuſe esp all The | 


kindred ?—What Has e done to deſerve 


KR 6 


this of vor 


 Ghnntram's @ 3 an old . knave; ; he 
robb'd your father, and he cribs from you rood - 
after rood, and in the dead of night alters the 5 


landmarks. = 
1 
Come, no more of this! 
Wour, 


Nay, Sir, I have not half tun out his rol. 
Guntram's a traitor bours rogues and runa- 
gates, javelin TH PO in Lagarra's Pay, who. 
carry within their ſhields wicked eden againſt 
your caſtle's peace. | | 


E 
Lazarra is a knight; there's peace between us. 
I will not hold his ſervant—Set him free . 

Wolr. : 
Well 1 if it muſt be feat di! There, 


get out! Give him the rape, howeyer, for a keep- 
ſake; he'll find an uſe for it ere long—Now, ga 


your way —be ſure you rob and pillage all you 
come near; you are turn'd out for that purpoſe 
and none other; Out! one | 


(Exit OMUALD, guarded.) £ 


Ab, my y good Maſter wy an old man's word, 
| 7 ou 


„ 
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you have too much of the On thing Ws 


erey. | 
f AlnkRr. . 

Then I've one one failing, Wolf, that thou che 
free from. 95 | | 

| | JoAxxA. | : 
Core” m dear Lord, I'll ſay that fa our 
friend (which is the beſt that can be ſaid wy any 
m he has an honeſt heart. 


| Worb. | 
Thank you, Madam; you have faid it 1 1 in 
time, or I muſt elſe have faid it for myſelf; and 


of all the praiſe, that can be given me, I am leaſt .- 


Hlatter'd by my own, and much the moſt by 
| at 3 ( Exeunt ſeverally), 


SCENE changes Pg a ; Grove. Eros alone. 


EEorsa. 
ew Philip, and broad day '-—Fie on him, 1 
gard! He, that loves truly, will be at his poſt 
Pelors the bird. of morning gives the alarm. 
Alas ! for me, we only meet to part, and even 
that laſt comfort he denies me. 


(Pu L IP, as hg approaches, overhears her. * 


PRHILI p. 
N o, y feet Eloiſe, you do me wrong. 


ELoIsa. 
May I do ever wrong when 1 accuſe you. 
1 But why ſo y; ö | 
3 ö 
I have been taking leave of my good friends 


i the caltle—a mclancholy duty. | | 
| ErorsA. 


ron ne” 


* | y Fd 
| , — 
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= Love u never can grow old. 


far 


Exorsa. - 
8 5 a9 . me—a baht & od, ate taſk for 


you 2 perhaps,. but agony to me. 


r os 
8 you wrong me: doubt not my . 
Belmont is near; upon thoſe gliſt' ning cliffs my 
father's watch-tower ſtands: when the ſun ſets 
bright o'er the glaſſy lake, III take my croſs- 


bow in of wor. and viſit my ſoul's 
treaſure. 5 | 


When ſhall that be? 
* Paru4s:/ 


The boner for your wiſhes—perhaps t to- mor 


„ 
| Erors A. 
Only perhaps? . 
PEILI P. ” 
Love muſt not baniſh duty. 5 


„Eee 
When ſhall I dare to ſay your love is a ? 


PnILI P. 
N ever: J True love knows not the name 74 
duty. 


Davida 
Will you think always fo ?—When Ty grow old . 


PHI LIP, 


Ex0164/ . 
: Years paſs away,” Bo . . 
P BY 8 
Bat ne is eternal and thou art Virtue 5 


ELo154, 


OSS... 


. - 6 4 4 
0184. 6 K 
” * # * 
5 4 8 \ 
1 . 
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e EolsA. TOs | 
1 are kind and partial to yout Eloiſa; but 


5 1 well know my father does not pleaſe you. 


PHILIIiT7. 

1 muſt 5 his manners do not pleaſe me. 
1 would to Heaven my Eloiſa were the humbleſt 
herdſman's daughter rather than Guntram's ! 
Can it be in nature that ſoul like thine ſo tender, 
heart ſo pure, and manners ſo refin'd and elegant 
ſhould ſpring from ſuch a ſtock? Is he not 
ſhun'd by all the neighbours round, a petty 85 
rant, the s of the poor? | 


ELOIs 4. 
This may be true, but 1 ought not to hear it. 


- \PrrLIP. 
Rich to exceſs, and graſping after: more, he 
would ſell any thing, ev'n thee, for gold. For- 
give me, my ſweet love, I have ſaid too much— — 


but when I know he harbours in his heart a baſe 


deſign to ſacrifice thy charms. to the firſt pander 
that will pay his price, I can no longer meet him 
as thy father, but muſt abhor and fly him as a 
peſt. 
| A | 
| Ah! there he Pall 888 he comes this 3 
Away, away! this path conceals you from him. 


PHRAIP. 
Lock, look His troop of FUE e are 
with him; ev'n now he's plotting—You are here 
at home — Adieu ! This hand Oh when will it 
85 be mine: „ | (Exit hafity.) 


Een Exon. >; 
Aden He- 8 gone. I W he bas dap 
„ then. 


heart 1 is ö 


them. Ves, yes; tber waves his 1 


I ſee him. Heaven be with 27 75 Heaven and 


the angel of our love protect you! (Exit) - 


SCEN. E changes to 4 mountainous and romantit 
country, petuliar to Swiſſerland, with prafficablt 
Paſſes, and a rude bridge thrown over a torrent. 


Gonrxau, Daxzony, and armed Soldiers. 


- __ DarBonY. _ 
u ſtorm a'caſtle ; aye, or {ack a city, but ru 


not {cold a "uy girl as you do. 


'Gv nas AM. 
| Whom do 1 ſcold ? 


Me 
Take ago wy Eloiſa ; and you muſt know; 
friend Guntram, it offends me. b 


9,5 7 eee 7 
Well, if I do give her a word of two now wha 
then a little of the rougheſt—'tis a way I have t 
She is uſed to it Soft language would but ſpoil 
her. Cats and women are of a lort careſs. them 
n 8 ſcratch you. 4 


DAR BON. 
You have: a piece of ſpar under your ribs; yout 


* 
92 21 


Gunr RAM. 
And if it is, I am the fitter to conſort with you 


and amy bold knight Lazarra, who employs Jous 


1 Darzony: . 
I'm no man's ſervant. I command a legions | 
and if I fight, I fight for him that pays me 2 


plunder and free quarters. 


Gonr aan. 
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GunTran. 


Aye, marry, you make free - -enough 1 
you find quarters: I wiſh you wou'd fhift them 
ſomewhere elſe, my friend. The Lord of Thurn 


is better ſtock'd than I am: Why don't you 
pay, a viſit to his caſtle : 5 


| DarBonwy. 
All in good time—be huſht ! Lazarra comes. 
1 (Lazarra enters.) 


LAZ An RA. 


It ſhall be ſo! I will poſſeſs eee Albert 
ſhall not engroſs her to himſelf. —Hah ! Darbony, 
my hero, call your ſoldiers. Give the loud bugle 
breath; over the lake, acroſs the valley, up the 


mountain's fide let echo waft the dean chat 
| ſounds to arms. | | 


Dise „ 


Sound, Ullo; ſound the bugle louder mn 
louder blaſt 


= 


F Bae ſons.) 
LAZARRA. 1 


Soul of my father, how the fienal cheers me 
Hence with this pilgrim's cowl ! Come forth, 
my lword! (Throws off his pilgrim's habit, and 

appears in complete armour.) 
Now, war ; now, vengeance, I am all thine own ! 
Haſten, bright Sun, and quench thy glowing 
beams; come, mantled Midnight, cloak the con- 


ſcious ars 11 have fire enough within my heart to 


need 


TI JOANN A: 
need 1 no other torch but that which rage ſupplies. 
Why don't they rouſe ? Why don't they 


march and muſter ?—Where are they? 
5 (A diftant march is heard. * 


Hark! I hear them; they are coming. oh 
glorious muſic; ſoul-inſpiring ſtrain ! It ſwells, 
it grows, it 8885 on * IO look !, they 


come. 
i (A band 77 es warriors afembe Fram all pars ) 
 LazaARRA. 


Soldiers! and you that love a ſoldier's cauſe, 
valiant adventurers in the field of glory; we go 


ro puniſh the proud Lord of Thurn, who keeps 
immur'd a fair and noble lady, who by the laws 


of chivalry is mine. What is more ſacred than a 


| ſoldier's miſtreſs ? What n, to a rival than 
revenge : Eos 
= "Doan; 


"HAY Commander, ſo they do but fight, 
they are not nice about the cauſe they fight 


for. 
LAZARKA- 


Then are 5 comrades to my heart's con- 


tent, made to command ſucceſs and rule the 
world. Call them to arms, and march ! Sound 


in their ears the animating charge, that ſcrews 


their courage to the true pitch, and ring out 
Alert” s Knell 0 ams to arms F ; 


SONG 
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SONG and CHORUS. 
„ Dax BORN T. 
* To arms ! to arms ! our Leader cries— 
Lo, from the cavern'd earth we rife 
ce In terrible array: 
© Where'er we march, a crimſon flood 


* Around us rolls of human blood, 
* And ruin marks our way. 


No tremble, Albert Fortune veers ; 

Fate opens wide her ghaſtly ſheers, - 
Four life's laſt thread is ſpun : 

_ * Impending o'er you hangs the ſword 

Death only waits Lazarra's word 

| Jo ſtrike |—and it is done.” 


(Exeunt, marching.) 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


5 JOANN = 
I 


5 ar 


— 


a — r Ty . r — — — 
—— — —— — — — — — — — age . - — . — , —⏑«⏑——— ec ens ew te 4p — — p 
« . 


SCENE, the interior of a rocky cavern; LAZARRa, 
Dax BONN, and armed ſoldiers, 7 at ile 
avenues of the cabe. 


LAZ ARRA. 


HESE clifts and hollows of the rock Loa 

a country, form'd for ambuſh and ſurprize. Tis 
now a truce 'twixt Albert and myſelf; if under 
this we find his caſtle open, as 'twas this morning, 
we've an eaſy conqueſt—if not, we muſt ſtrike 
many a hard blow ere we win it; for, do him 
juſtice, Albert is a ſoldier. Our ſpies will ſoon 
be coming—and behold Reinhard and 1 9 8 8 
Now, Sirs, what report you?: 


(REINHARD and ULRIC enter.) 


— ——— oc > no —— . — 
" — — * —_—_ >" 


! . 
f : 
( 
il . 
8 
| 
| 
| 


— 


Y 


TI REINHARD. 
Every thing that can inſure to you an eaſy c con- 
queſt. We carried letters to the Lord of Thurn; 
we found the caſtle barriers open as in time of 
the profoundeſt peace; the drawbridge down, 
no warders at their poſts, and none but one old 
ſervant, Wolf by name, who ſeem'd to entertain 
the ſlighteſt ſuſpicion of our errand, and leaſt of 
all the Lord of Thurn N who greeted us 
moſt kindly. 


5 1 LAZARR A. | 


WI” 
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7 
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1 


E's 
J % L 


x OE. 


2 DRAMATIC ROMAN CE. 21 


} 


WF oo OO | 
Confident dotard | He fleeps his laſt night in 
Joanna s arms. The ſun has dropt into the lap 


of ocean, and enterprizing darkneſs now befriends 
us Call up your ſoldiers from their rocky den, 


and range them for their march ; you beſt can 


tell how to awaken and inſpire their courage. 


DAR BON v. 
Soldier, ſoldier, wave your ſword ; 
Give the ſign, and paſs the word! x 
SOLDIER. 
e Order, order! Comrades all 
“ Riſe and anſwer to the call! 
1 Soldiers enter and join in CHORUS.) 
« We come, we come, we come, 
« We need no beat of drum; 
ce Watchful ever day and night, 
Ever ready for the fight, _ 
We never, never fly, 
* We conquer or we die. 
DAR BGN v. 
Wa Athwart the foreſt dark and drear, 
* With march that caution cannot hear. 
« Slowly, ſlowly wind your way, 
« No one lag, and no one ftray, 
« Silent all in cloſe array, 
F r ſlowly wind your way. 
| (CHORUS of Soldier 0% 
1 « Captain, captain, ſtout and bold, 
“ Soldiers need not to be told, 
Only lead us to the booty, 
« We are thoſe that know our duty. 
« Huzza, huzza | we never fly, 
« Huzza ! we enger die!“ 
(Exeunt, marching. ) 
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125 JOANNA: 


SCENE 5 ges to the caſtle of Thurn, moated, 22 . 
the draw-bridge down, over which Worr paſſes: 


Wol- F. | 

A plague upon this bridge for lying Bre at 
his full length over the ſleepy moat ! To my 
thoughts now it ſeems to cry—* Come, croſs 
me! I hope no man leſs honeſt than myſelf 
may take it at it's word. As times now go, let 
there be ever betwixt me and danger a good 
broad ditch, fay I; but my wiſe maſter ſeems to 
forget that thirteen centuries are paſt and gone, 
fince peace and charity were preach'd on earth. 
Oh Lord, oh Lord! how does it come to paſs that 
honeſt men ſhould be ſuch eaſy gulls to live with 
ſcoundrels and keep open houſe ! I'll coaſt about 
and liſten.ä— Hark! what's that? *Tis not a trum 
pet; no, nor yet a drum; but tis the clank of 
men that march in armour—Yes, yes, tis that—, 


Click, click! juſt ſo my rapier Jingles, when 


dangling in the ſlings it hits my cuiraſs.— Hoa! 


within there! Warders I— Up with the draw- 
bridge, down with the portcullis They come, 


they come | The calle. 1 furpriz'd—Ring out 


the alarm-bell, ring! 
(Ae hurries over. the bridge. The bell is rung. 


LAZ ARA and DarRBONY ruſh i in at the head of 
their ap. * 
LAZARRA. 
Deſtruction ſeize you ! Stop that noify bell. 
Charge! charge! my 1 charge! and {pare 


them not. 


Dar BoNnY. 
Cut your way through on, on, my hearts of 


gold! 


LAZ ARRA. 


oy 
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„ LAZARRA..: | 
victoria, Victoria! we have as Ie. 


(The aſſailants force the bridge and enter the caf- 
th. Albert's flandard of the crown'd lion 7s 
d down, and the black banner of the death's 
head hoifted in its place. .Trumpets Jn a charge 
7 meanwhile. J 


ALBERT and WOLF ſally. 1 force their paſe 
ſage over thewridge. One or two f the Yai 
ants fall under their ſwords. | 
| "ALBERT. 
| Where i is Lazarra ? Albert calls Lacan, 
| "Wor. i 
Forward, brave Sir! One ſally and we're 


es. 


ALBERT. ; 
Come on, "ww hero FE: have hew'd my 1 wt 
ſage. 1 . Exit.) 
| Wars, 


So have not J. Je falls) the flipping bridge 
betrayed me. —If you are ſoldiers, give a ſoldier 


quarter * 
. ' Urxic. 
Give him no quarter, comrades ! It is Wolf. 
REINHARD. 

Hold l if *tis Wolf, he's keeper of the treaſure, 

and knows where it is buried. 
Wol Tr. 

That: s what I do. Let me get up a ſhew 
you.—Ah! my friend Reinhard, is it you? 
That's well, We drank together ſcarce an 2 hour 


go. 


424 JOANNA: * 
ago. Send off theſe fellows, and you ſhall bare 5 
all the ranſom to yourſelf. _ : 


ReinfHaRD. . 
| wel, 50 do ſtop for? Leave me wich * 7 
pris ner. The caſtle is your own—the tap is 
running ; your comrades will. have drank vp all 


the liquor. | 
ws The reft withdraw and paſs the br idge.) ö 


Worr. 
And are not you dry too? come with me, 
friend! Pl ſhew you drink in plenty. 


oy REINHARD. 
Shew me money. | 
| be, Won r. i 

Oh | —very good! You wiſh to touch the 
treaſure ; you'd tap the ſtrong box rather than 
the barrel Lou are a wiſe man. 


; REINHARD. 3 

About it wy then. There is no time to 
toe. 4 5 

Ip by Wor. 

Give me your arm. I am ſomewhat crippled 
with my unlucky tumble. This way, friend 
Reinhard. Yow'll never know what tis to want 
again. Come o' this fide. I'll ſhew you ſuch a 
A mine,—There,, there it is.— Up to your chin 
in plenty! (plunges REINHARD into the moat.) 
You've got it, my fine fellow ! drink your fill; 
make yourſelf welcome ! Farewell, honeſt Rein- 
hard Oy all the foes of Albert ſo be treated. 

(Exit Wore / 


SCENE 


— 
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SCE NE changes. A grand hall of Saxon archi- 

lecture, in which there are trophies of armour, 

Neg A 7 | 
LAZarRka, Daxzony. 


| oY DaRBOxv. 
put up your ſword. 1 greet. you Lord of 
Thurn. 8 - 
2570 1 MO 
An eaſy victory. — Remove the wounded, _ 
ſecure the priſoners. Go, ſee it done. Then 
we'll divide the plunder. —That' s your object; 
love and revenge are mine. (Exit DarBowy.) 
Now, NOW, Joanna, come and crown my triumph! 


| {Joanna enters.) 


| Joanna. - 
Lo, hereI am ! What would you with Joanna? 
| LAZARR A. 
Cu pilgrim i is return'd. 
. Joanna. - 5 
Let bim avoid me. 5 / draws a deeger ) 2 
LAZARRA. 
| Armed! for what purpoſe ? Is tan need of 
arms, when your bright eyes command? * 
Joanna: | 
Let them command you hence. 
LAZZARRA. 
5 this my welcome ? Thus do you pay your 
PEG and avenger ? 
ES l Joanna. | 
I pay you all you merit my averſion. 
| , 8 3 4 : | LAZARRA, 


* 


26. fen 


LAZARRA. 
.Come, come, I know you: trifle not . | 


I know you are not Albert's wife in heart: tis 


but a compromiſe you make with duty; theſe 
are but fetters, which your parents forg'd - and 
thus I ſet you fre. {approaches nv Y 

Joawnas. 


Avaunt, blaſphemer! This dagger ſets me 
free, if you approach. Have you forgot from 


. whom: I am deſcended ? Diſhonour cannot taint G 
2 Montfancon. T he wife of * does not 
fear to die. 


„ | | 
The lover of Joanna does not with it. F come 
at peril of my life to break thoſe chains, whoſe 


burden hangs ſo heavy on yon; that death is leſs 
unwelcome than their weight. 


Joanna. 


"Tis falls. My huſband'is my crown net glory; 7 


thron'd in his boſom I defy your threats. Shame 
on your knighthood! recreant as you are, twice 
fold, twice vanquiſh'd in the lifts by Albert; 


how like a coward do you now attack him, under 


the maſk of a perfidious truce, for which his 
honeſt nature gave you credit; and free to face 
you as an open foe, made nb defence againſt a 
ſecret robber. ; 


Sada: en 
dee your anger, leſt you call forth mine. 
Joanna. | 
Your anger cannot move even a woman z and 


is of all the paſſions that belon 64 to. you, your 
love excepted, „ what I moſt deſpi 


3 | LazaRkas 
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LAZ ARRR. 


Inſulting woman, you'll extort a ſecret which 


85 elſe 1 in pity I had kept untold. 


Joanna. 


"i olty riger who expects it from you? I 
_ ſaw my gallant huſband force the bridge. I have 


no pity to im 


plore for him; and for m 1 whilſt 


1 command t 


ais weapon, I ſcorn to 
LAZARRA. 


| You ax your buſbrd force the bade — 


Joanna. 


8 did.—I ſaw your lancemen fall beneath his 


fword. 


LAZARRA. 


And was s that all you ſaw? | 


Joanna. 


What elſe was to be ſeen ? 


Lazanka. 


Did Albert ſlay my people, and receive ho 


wounds from 


them? Is he invulnerable ? 


Joanna. | 
Tormenter! Will you tell me he was wounded? 
- _ LAZaRRA. © 
I ſhould ſuppoſe ſo, when he fell, 
Joanna, 
Fell! no. You torture me with apprehenſion. 


It was his brave old ſervant, Wolf, that *. 


| Wolf fell, 
never. - 


| LaZanra. pa 
and roſe on —Your ; huſband : 


| Joanna. 1 
Ab! cane * Monſter, murderer Ven- 
E 2 | Sean 


28 Z ,JOANNA: 


geance nerve my arm! Thus to your heart 
EN HT Be  (frikes at him.) 
| „ d LT 8 
' You've miſs'd it.— Ha! ſhe faints ! 
(Joanna {inks to the ground, and drops her 
| © dagger.) „ $2 
I've gone too far: She loves him *tis too plain. . 
What ſhall I do? I dare not ſtir to help her; | 
my very touch would kill her: loſt, abſorb'd, 
and all her ſenſes gone, ſtill, ſtil] ſhe awes me— — NF 
Tis faid, that in the ſpot where ſaints are buried, | 
ſome angel ſtill keeps guard upon their bones; 
and if the man of blood approach, he dies: 1am 
a man of blood; and tho” the wreck of beauty lies 
before me, proſtrate, defenceleſs, I've no heart 
to harm her.—['ll hence, and call for help. Hoa 
there! Within! (Exit haſtily. Joax xA revives. ) 
„ Jo ꝙ g- =; 
Where am I? Hah! Lazarra has eſcap'd me, 
and left me here, defenceleſs and unarm'd, robb'd 
of my laſt, my only ſure reſource! ¶ Me riſes. } Oh 
Albert! Oh my huſband ! J had treaſur'd your 
' parting words:“ My wife knows how to die; 
* when all is loſt, that can protect her honour“ 
. | All now is loſt, for thou art gone for ever.—Ha! 
| | here are weapons.— Spirits of the juſt | guardians 
| Pl virtue, aid me! (attempts to pull down a ſword 
from a- pile of armour.) Cruel ſword! thou 
wilt not ſuccour the ſad wretch that needs thee : 
Thou art no hero's weapon; elſe my hand, weak 
tho' it is, had brought thee down to ſave me. 
One effort more. Now, now, deſpair, aſſiſt me! 


ſeveral lances fall.) E Tis dong! tis dne 
425 88 5 
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th&hgel of my reſcue has nerv'd my arm to pull 
this trophy down, and offers to my view a choice 
of deaths. (takes up a fword.) And here I chuſe. 
Come forth, thou trenchant blade! bluſh not to 
prove thyſelf the friend of Tutu tho' in a wo- 
man's graſp. Terrific weapon! whatever maſter 
own'd thee, I can warrant thou haſt be-widow'd 
many a wretched wife ; now vindicate the honour 
of a widow, and ſend her hence, to be a wife in 
Heaven. Now, Albert! now I come! (as ſſie is 
about to fall upou the ſword, Lu NE enters, 


dpoitſi her infant ſon.) 
Evcene. 
Turk deſperate mother! turn, and fave thy 
fon FT 
Jokes; 


My ſon ! my ſon I live for thee, my ſon! 
(runs and . tum in her arms, and exit.) 


1 CENE ton ges to a wild and broken view of 

' foreſt and cliffs ; on the ſummit of which, in 2 

1 romantic ſituation, the watch- Tower of Belmont 
Cafile is ſeen. 


ALBERT (alone.) 

I'm wearied, and my armour weighs upon me 
heavier and heavier every ſtep I take: my 
limbs too, ſtiffen, and my bruiſes throb. If T 
could reach thoſe herdſmen on the mountain, I'd 
ſooner truſt my life with them than Wenſel; 
tho' gratitude and duty both conſpire to bind him 
to my ſervice. —Hah ! he comes. 

(WENSEL enters 70 ALBERT.) 


; | WENSEL. 


Who art thou, ſtranger ? | 
Fr : | ALBERT, 


— oe 
— HH <ADe Ry — — 
— cc RAW" 


— ͤ — 
—— —— on ee aayeaye-tys —deheorentics 
—— IE — hy 
0 * % 
* 


| Belmont, which is your's, 


JOANNA: 


30 
ALBERT. ; 
Doſt thou not know me, Wenſel? 
Wrrskl. 


Albert! my Lord What Rs my 1000 
alone, at this late hour, ſo far from his own : 


| caſtle? 


AlkkRT. 
Wenſel! *tis now no time to feign ſurprize. 
Let us deal honeſtly, as man to man. 
WINSEI. 
Honeſtly, my Lord? 
ALBERT. 
Aye, fir, even ſo; ſincerely, —When you had 


need of me, I was your friend; now I have need 
of you, will you be mine? 


 WenszL. 
Why am I doubted ? 


ALBERT. 
'You have fail'd me once.— 


WENSEL. 


You kept my fon in pled ge a enelyemonth 
for it 8 


ALBERT, 
1 ſent him home to you. 


WeEnsEL. 
You did. 


Al RRR. 
Where 1 is he? 


WenszL. 
At home; ; if ſo, I may preſume to ſpeak of 


485 Matar, 


N DRAMATIC ROMANCE. 31 


ALBERT. 
| If mine it is, let Belmont give protection to it's 
owner; for tho you aſk me why ſo far from 
Thurn, I muſt believe you know that Thurn is 
loſt, my wife a priſoner, my ſon a ſlave, myſelf a 
fugitive, the earth my bed, Heaven's canopy m 
roof. This if you knew,, why have you not af. 
ſembled your retainers to reſcue thoſe dear pledges 
from their danger? But if you knew it not, I 
tell you now, Lazarra is the villain who has 
robb'd me. | 
| Winen⸗ ; 

All this, my Lord, I do confeſs I knew, and 

had a prudent foreſight of your ruin, as you ſhall 


ſee Hoa Forreſters come forth. | 
(armed men appear. / 


| ALBERT. | 
How's this ? In ambuſh, Wenſe? What in- 
tend you? 
WIENSEL. | 
There, my good Lord, you ſee we have not 
Mos we are not improvident, but meet the 
times, as the times ſhould be met, forewarn'd, | 
forearm'd. 8 
| ALBERT. 
* Philip amongſt theſe ? Set him before me; 
then I ſhall know you are with me true and 
loyal. 1 
WiꝭNS ZI. 
Fou was pleas d to ſay but now, I bad fail 
you once: I neither fail'd you once, nor ever 
will. I then was, what conſiſtently I ſtill am, 
and ever will _ your NH rat | 


ALBERT. 


„„ 10A NNA: 


ALBERT. | 
Wenſel, remember I forgave you. | 


WENSEL. 


Yes; your vanity forgave me, but your bids > 
ſhew'd to the world that you had power to puniſh ; 


and that my fpirit never will forgive. You _ 


made my ſon your hoſtage, haughty Lord ; NOW. 


you are mine—arreſt him 


(They cloſe upon ALBERT and ſeize lim ) 5 


ALBERT. 
Oh! thou villain! 


| Wenszr. - 

Yes, you may call me villain; I'll not ſtop the. 
clamour of your tongue, becauſe your, railing 
ſhews me how very far you are debas'd from every 
manly character; begone ! Iam aſham'd of you. | 


Take him away. 


(He is carried off, follow'd by Wznszt. Exeunt. ) 


4 WoLF Jowl | enters, looks around, and li leu - Þ 


Wor. 
Methought J heard the buzzing ſound of 


Voices.—No, tis a vile inhoſpitable deſert. If 


I cou'd jump now on a ſnug warm cottage, a 
meſs of milk and a clean truſs of ſtraw, t would 


be a bleſſed chance; but no, no, no: Theſe 


mountaineers would break my neck to catch em, 


and when I've caught em, they'll not break my 
faſt.— There's Wenſel's watch tower! The devil 


watch him. I have too much reſpect for this old 
carcaſe, tho' bruis'd and batter'd by Lazarra's 
cut-throats, to truſt it in his keeping, ugly thief ! 
—If ny poor * falls into his hands, he 
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ns well have fallen in the moat. Good night to 
him. — Holla! By'r Lady, who 1s this old fellow? | 
| TIN erk father! 
(The HenmiT enters. 
HER MIT. 
Heaven? 5 grace be with you! 


| | WoL F. 8 
Amen to your grace | Now if you'll ſerve up 
ſupper, and ſay, Sit down with me!“ 1 am 
your man. | 
r | 
Who and what are you? 


Wop: 5: 

Not a ſwallow, friend, to feed on flies 3 nor a 
cameleon to live on air; but a poor hungry man, 
infinite weary, and tolerably honeſt therefore do 
you ſee, if your pot boils and you're in haſte for 

ſupper, ſooner than let it cool, I'll make one 
= with you | 
| HERMIT. 

My cell is 159117 farniſh'd for the 6 ; 
yet is the ſtranger welcome—Heaven forbid,. I, 
that am fed by charity, ſhould lack the thing I; 


live by ! 
| Wor. | 
Right ! you take it rightly : you read your 
bible with a proper comment, and are a very ſen- 
ſible old gentleman—I with your table may be 
as wu provided as your W 


HERMITr. 
My fare is like my fortune, poor and. humble. 


WorF. 


Heaven mend your . . and fortune mend 
| F your 


\ 


3 JOANNA: 

your fare! 1 now perceive, grave S, you's are 
the Hermit ſo famous in theſe parts for your 
piety and learning: I will not trouble you on 


theſe points at preſent, being juft now in greater 
need of food and reſt than 2 40 and ne. 


HERMIT. 
Fit tell me, are you not of Wenfel 5 company? 


ds fe 
Indeed 1 am not: Tis the laſt N I | 
would with to be 1 in. 
HxRMITr. 
Do you belong to Guntram or Lazarra ? 


_  Wors. 

If I belong'd to either you ſhou'd ako wie. 1 
belong to Albert, Lord of Thurn — Wolf at your 
fervice—ſo I am call'd by name; am not ſuch 
dy nature. 

| Henwar. | 

Tout name I have. often heard; 3 1 ever 
e with commendations of your character: 
' Your. matter Jam a ſtranger to. 


EE TOE 
Indeed | Where have you Iiv'd ? His « chari- 
ties are pretty, well known. 


HzRMIr. 
I have heard of them; yu are b to Heaven | 


| before him. 
Wor. 


Truly! four he'll ſhortly follow 8 for when 
we parted he was on his way, and had but barely 
got the ſtart of death: As for my part, I was 
thrown out of the race, being down in battle, 
s with 


— F 1 
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with half a ſcore of rapiers at my throat, expect- 


ing every moment my quietus; but this, good fa- 


ther, is a ſoldier's ſtory, and wy ſhoul be told 
l over a can. 


2 


| Hear. | 


Come on then, you ſhall have the can, my 
friend, and I the ſtory; for I love a ſoldier. 1 
dwell-no further off than in that rock, and have 
employ'd no architect but nature—So we Poor | 
| hermits are content to live. 


4 Wor F. 


1 know what ſort of tenements your s are, and 
how you live ſcot - free, under the wind, and pay 
no rent except to Providence, on whoſe account 
you garniſh out your lodgings with mementoes, 
that mark the tenure under which you hold: 
But all your ſkulls and bones won't break my 
reſt ; Death is to me no ſtranger ; I've ſeen him 
in all ſhapes ; in all his terrors ; and know his 


face too well to fear his picture. | 
( Exennt.} 


ED OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ao on 


ACT 1H, 


1 — — — — 
K 6 * 3 


Pp A Chamber i in the Caſtle of Turn. LAZARRA, 
An Attendant.) „ 


ATTENDANT, 


We: N 8 E 1. your caſtellan of Belmont, waits, | 


Lazakka, 5 
Admit him. —Wenſel 1 is an uſeful . 
(Exit Attendant. J 


(WE NSEL enters. ) ; 


WENSEL. 
4 Joy to the brave Lazarra'! On my knee 1 pay 
my homage to the Lord of Thurn. 
( attempas to kneel, LAZARRA prevents Aim of 

_ LaZaARRA. 
I — can ſay if I am Lord of Thurn, til 
Albert” s taken. He, that tells me that, will be 


indeed a friend. 
Wrxskl. | 
That friend am I; I have bim in ſafe hold. 
LAZ ARRA. 


5 ah his head ! So all is ſafe, 1 you are 
Lord of Belmont. Tou and your heirs for 


ever. 3 ; 
WENSEL. 


] take you, at a i word, —He dies this * 
TLVIARI. 
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LAZARRA, 
And Jam in Joanna's arms to- morrow —ſo 
£068] he to his Heaven, and I to. mine. 


"WeENnsSEL. 
_ You'll have ſome ſtruggles to encounter firſt. 


LAZARRA. 

And . has not that has to do with wo- 
man? Have you aught elſe; for time is precious 
"_— me : '« 
| WrNs EL. 

N o more but to remind you Lok your promile. 


LAZARRA. 

That' 8 facred-—ſo let your engagement be.— 
But to remove all ſcruples,—on my ſword ſwear 
you will ſend me Albert's head to-morrow. 
( draws his n * 


| Wexsxr. 
1 ſwear, and with a kiſs confirm my oath. 
LAZARRA. 
And if you Keep it Hobs 45 kiſs your death. 
¶Exeunt ſeugrally. ) 


t Scene th * as at the conclyfon of the firf r J 


(Hraurr and worr J 


WoL F, ö 

= 1 I thank you: I have eat, and drank, 

and flept away my cares beneath your roof, 

You've made your houſe of rock, but not your 
heart; and if 1 live to ſee the happy day, when 
Thurn ſhall welcome her true Lord again, your 

= np ay never want a hermit s dole. | 


\ 


* 


HERAIr. = 


„ JOANNA: 


| HRM. 
Ie ever that day comes, I ſhall not ak 5 it. 
Wo F. 5 


In th you 5 not, for my noble ber 8 
hath too much of the virtue of benevolence in 
: ſe not to acknowledge it in other people. 


1 HERMITT, + 
I've imply done my duty that's: no praiſe, | 
Ef EO | 
In a degenerate. world it js ſome praiſe. There 
are, who have abundance, and yet want ; you 
live in poverty, and have to ſpare. Now, father, 
fare thee well! I'll to the hills, and ſee what 
metal hearts are made of there: if this Lazarra, 
and his foreign cut-throats, are to inſult our na- 
tion, ſeize our caſtles, and live at large upon us, 8 775 
farewell, freedom! I'll rather fly my country, 2 | 
anch turn Jew, than be a Swils and own myſelf a 
* (Exit. , | 


Hz, | 
Oh! | loy'd Helvetia, Oh my native e 5 
How long, ye ſons of freedom, will ye ſuffer theſe 
foreign hypocrites to dwell amongſt you? When 
they affect to embrace you as their brethren, 
they meditate to throw their chains about you, 
and make you bondſmen; under the pretence ot 
moderation, they would ain conceal monſtrous 
amhition, luſt inſatiable of univerſal power, and, 
pride ſo vaſt, that having vow'd eternal enmity 
to earthly kings, they impiouſſy affail the throne - 
of Heaven, and rather than confels a yum than | 
them . deny their Goo. 
. Lois 4 enter, carrying 4 Baſket 7 
* Eos A. 
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| ELorsa, | 
Father el ee 
Hesunr. | 
My Child! 


| Erols A. 81110 
Js you not angry with. me for tarrying ſo 
tong ? I ran to you at laſt and brought you ſome- 
Gs Are vod not hungry, poor old man ? 


Hermit, 
No ot 5 thy charity ſoreſtalls my wants. 


ExorsA. 
I Mon- d have been with you an hour ago, for 
| that” 8 the hour my father takes his Ap 


- Hermit. 

Dares 5 then only wake when Gun- 
tram 1s ſleeping i 
Exoisa. 8 
Alas-a- day, there is ſad news tir * | 
you not heard the doings at Thurn Caſtle? 


HERMIIr. 
I have, my child. . 


EOIsA. 
That vile Lazarra is the worſt of men, and 5 | 
is Darbony, and ſo is Wenlſel—aye, and ſome 
others, but I name no names. All hearts bleed 
for the good Lady Joanna; and as * Lord Al- 


pDert, he's the beſt of men. 


| HERMITr. 
I do not know Lord Albert. 


Prot 
That is much. All poor men know him, for 
he 3 the Poor. | $5 5 


HERMIT. 


> 


Hear. | 
The Lord reward him HE. 


He gave to thoſe that Nane d: hs himſelf 


8 18 in chains. Alas! I pity him. 4 


HERMuTr. 

Yes; human ſufferings ſtrike our hearts with 
Pity; and oft we wonder at the ways of Providence, 
that thus permits good men to be oppreſs d; but 
whilſt we only reaſon from effects, Heaven acts 


| from cauſes unreveaPd to us. 


>» ELo1S4A. 
Ah, father ! theſe are things above my teach 
I have not underſtanding of theſe matters ; but 
believe it all becauſe you ſay 1 it. You may have 
known variety of fortune; I've no experience of 
that ſort: my life bas been a ſcene of uniform 


depreſſion. I've often aſk d the hiſtory of your 
days, but you ve no confidence in me to tell it. 


Hz I. 
*＋ will give you pain; oy mould you wiſh to 


| hear it? | 


ELo1sA. 
The tender pain that pity gives, is plead ing. 
___ Herwir. 


I have ſeen better days, been rich and noble; 
and all the ſoft affinities, ſo dear to human nature, 


I have fondly cheriſh'd! Heaven' , mercy gave 


them; cruel man deſtroy'd them ! 
ELorsa. 
Ah, poor unfortunate! you've been a fa- 


ther— 
HERMIC. 
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HERuTr. | 

1 have; and when you call me by that name, 
the recollection that I had a daughter, who 
might have been the bleſſing of my age; this, 

| this my child, pulls at my heart-ſtrings ! and 
when I wou'd ſpeak, at thy _ I cannot— 
I am ſtifled ! 0 

| 8 | 

Then I will never aſk it more. And now bo- 
hold my father, and that odious Darbony.— Re- 
tire into that grotto, good old man! and take 


Jour baſket with you : harbour there till they 


are gone. I would not have them ſee you. 
| (HzrMiIT retires.) 


. and Dazzoxy enter.) 


| | GunTRAM. | | 
There, there ſhe is ! Now you ſball hear me 
ſpeak as ſoftly to her as the zephyr blows: - 
Child, this is Darbony, a wealthy knight; a 
gentleman of Florence: one , whoſe ſward has 
carv'd him out à fortune by the wars, that well 
may warrant him to ſay, to any the beſt and 
proudeſt ſpinſter in the land “ Come forth, and 
be my bride * TE | : 
| ELonsa, . 
Well, let him fay it to any ; 01 it is not to me. 


GUN TRAM. 

How now! do you rebel? Do you murmur, 
ſaucy chit? I've ſaid the word; the bond is 
ſign'd and ſeal'd: you marry him this night. 
Jou fee | am calm; you ſee I take a gentle 
courſe of perſuaſion with you: but have a care 
how you Elite *; me ; take 3 how you anger 

we! 


„„ 
me! By all that's terrible, if you hold off, I . 
haye you dragg'd to the altar. | 


| Darrony. 

Softly, friend Guntram there you go too faſt. 
You are old and harſh ; your daughter J young 
and gut. | 
Geeta as: 

Aye, tell herſo! You are a notable lover; z 
and ſhe'll tell you ſhe is too young to marry you. 


She 'd not ſay that to me, if I propos'd Philip of 8 


Belmont, neighbour Wenſel's ſon: not ſhe, not 
he; ſhe'd jump into his arms. — But ſhe ſhall 
know theſe. ſhuffling pleas won't paſs : ſhe's 
Four s this very night, —Hav'nt I ſaid the word? 


DARBON x. 

Yes, you have  faid the word; but when 
the theme is love, we hold it as the better way to 
fing it: | 
1 * ſpring” 5 ſweet prime the op ning f flow r 

ce“ Allures the roving bee; 
i And is not beauty's vernal hour 
The hour for love and thee? 
For, like the bee, love's archer hs 
His honey with the dart; | 
And ſhe, who feels the wound, receives 
«A tweet, that heals the ſmart.” 


 GuNTRAM. 
There, there, you lucky girl! you've. got 
huſband, whoſe very voice is harmony itſelf. 
e draws near the grotto where the 
HxERMII 7s.) 
'ELoisA. 


Oh! if, unſeen, my guardian Genius hears, 
& . and 
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and pities my diſtreſs, to Belmont -let highs „ 
and tell my Philip — without his inſtant reſcue 1 
am loſt. ; | 
GUNTRAN.. 

What's that you mutter? Get you homes; ; 
be gone | and, ſon in law, you wait upon your 
bride.—1 II follow i in the rear. Unruly'brat! 

| (Exeint DR BON ond ELols A.) 
< As GUN TRAM #5 going out, the Hxaurr. comes 


forth. ) | 
. Hermit. 
8 Father of Eloiſa, turn, and hear me! 
 GUuNTRAM, 


be what's the matter? Do you come to 
beg? „ Ng 
| Henrr, 

Io keg indeed—to implore, for pity 8 3 


GUNTRAM. 
Well; come to-morrow ; there 'l be ſcraps 
in plenty to fill your wallet, if yu come to- 
morrow. 
| HenrmiT. 
"Tis not for ſcraps; tis mercy, - and not meat, 
for which I hunger.—Oh, for Heaven's ſweet 
| ſake, recal the cruel ſentence you have paſs'd, 
and do not force this marriage on your W 


GUN TRAM. | 
. Pooh ! you to talk! a bermit | —Get yol . 
gone! You're craz'd;. you're fooliſh : ga 
about your buſineſs. (Exit GUNTRAM. * 
HERMIT. 
Pee s Joſt upon him, ſordid nde e 


6 10 wont let him fly”—tho'e were her 
e werds — g 
G 2 


* * 
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words ind tell my Philip” —there i is all her 
hope. Wou'd I could execute her ſwift com- 
mand, and fly to fave her! but though flow _ 
with age, I will be quick in zeal, and never part 
with n till I . him to ber reſcue. f 


EFT OY) 


SCENE changes to a ſtately Gothic Hall in the 
Caſtle of Belmont, PHr1L1ey is paſſing the 5g 
/ENSEL follows and calls 16 him. ” he! 


WEnNnsEL. | 
Why do you fly the company? 
| Parte. 
The company, my father !—the aſſaſſins. 
| WENSEL, | 
Inſolent boy! 2 
| PRILIr. 


Will you betray your friend, and. after mur- 
der him? Oh conſcience, conſcience! ſpeak to 
the heart of this wlbappy man in the ſtill voice 
＋ pity. | 
WII 

Canting pedant, chill not the noble ardour of 
my ſoul, when the wine revels in my lieg 
veins, and my 5 bounds with joy. 


PniLIr. 
Wine may a8 and ſuffocate the * 5 
for a while; but when the mad delufive dream 1s 
paſt, and reaſon ſhows you where ſuch dreams 
muſt end, then will your cry be turn'd aſide from 
Heaven, cd like the unhallow'd ſacrifice of Cain, 
_ prophetic of your doom, fink down abhorr'd, 
1 and accurſt. e 


W ENSEL. 
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WeNsEL. 
No more of this! be dumb 


50 2 Pate, 
Forbid me not. Silence will come too ſoon : 
Old age hangs over you, a and; the dark hour of 
dent approaches | 

Wini 1 | 
If death is near, beware how you provoke it. 


= Hence, be gone! 


© Paitie. 
Can nothing make you tremble ? 
WNSEL. 
| Tes, my anger. 
PRHILIp. 


Why do you bear this enmity to Albert? 
Why, but becauſe he ſpar'd you, he forgave you, 
ſent back your ſon, and truſted to your honour? 


WENSEL. 
The more fool he, who firſt forgives a foe, 
and after truſts him. 


PRHILIP. | 
Ab, if fuch are fools, woe to your wiſdom! 


 WensEL. | 
Wos to thee, thou inſolent, who dar 'ſt to hold 
this language to thy father 


mo OY | 
My father! No, if you embrue your hands 
in Alleed s blood, I will not call you father; 
I will not meet the curſe that is entail'd upon 
the ſon of ſuch an impious father. 


WeEnNSEL. | 
Give me a ſword ! This is too much to bear— 
My ſword, my {word ! 


(ALBzRT 


— — 


* . —— WP 
—̃ V... ̃ ———.——— —% 2 -- — * > 
— - ——— 


— — at ori wbdt od. a nw i warat et oee es 
— — — — — — 


6 JOANNA: 


5 ALB BERT 10 brought-in fetter d * 3 J. 


PraLIpP, -- x 
Behold, here comes the man, in whole 5 


ing preſence when you ſtand at the great day, 


nor ſword nor ſhield ſhall ſave you, nor darkneſs 
cover you, nor caverns hide. — Ah, noble Sir! 


(Takes ALBERT ſorrowfully by the hand, who 
embraces him, and walking up to WENSEL, 5 


looks him ſeeadily i in the face. / 


WENSEL. 


-Why do you look at me ? Take off your eyes. 


PurLie. | 
Oh conſcience, conſcience, how thou art 
abaſh'd! Never did mine produce, or mortal 
forge, weapon ſo ſharp as the ſoul- ſearching eye 
of ſcornful virtue fixt on its oppreſfor. 


| WEnNsEL. 

What do you mean by this contemptuous 
filence ? The axe is ſharpen'd, and the hand is 
ready, that ſevers your n head this very 
night. | 

| PriLIP. Thy 

Then hear, oh hear me, thou avenging Power! 

If any lift his hand againſt the life of that juſt 


man, whoſe virtues have betray'd him, Guardian 


of innocence, with inſtant death ſtrike, ſtrike 


| the murderer, whoe'er be Bet”. SOR: . 


WenszL. _ 

Stop, parricide! the death you call is preſent.— 
Albert, you die this night few hours are left 
vou. Lazarra dooms your death—Take him ' 
away! | (WexSEL is fainting. ) 


 Paryp, 


4 % 


LD 
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| | Pere. | | 
f Hold. for a moment hold! Look to my fa 


ther — He faints! ſupport him! See, the hand 


of Heaven is viſibly upon him bear him off; 
I'll follow to his chamber. (They take WENSEL 
, fainting.) When you behold this judgment, 
can you doubt if Heaven forbids you to attempt 
the life of that good man? Guards, ſet your 
priſoner free! 
; Oe; | 
Miſtake us not, young Sir! Your father s fit 
don't fright, us from our duty; we ſhall hold + 


bim with double diligence now, as we muſt an- 


ſwer it with our lives to Lazarra. 


ALBERT. 
Philip. 'tis all in vain. We part for ever. 
P RiLIr. 
1 cannot part from you; we'll die together 
Fu 


No, Philip; if Joanna yet fr live for 


her ſake; live for my infant ſon. Tell my fad 
- widow that I left this world convinc'd of her 


fidelity, and died beſeeching Heaven to bleſs her, 
pouring out with my laſt breath my thanks for 
all the hours of my paft happineſs by her be- 
| ſtow'd—Tell her, the hope ſhe cheriſh'd imher 
 ficknels, ſupported me in the laſt pangs of death— 
the pious hope that in a better world the reno- | 


vation of our faithful love, made pure and per- 


fect, will compoſe a part of that beatitude, which 
heart of man cannot conceive, and only Heaven 
can give. My laſt farewel, and bleſſing to my 


ſon He is too young to know—but time may 
; "CME, * 


a JOANNA: 
come, when you ſhall toll him——Ab ! q can 
5 no more—— * 
Yin | (4 - 2am is heard. from Wans: L's chamber 5 


PHILIP. | | 

Hark ! hark! a groan, and from my father 8 

: chamber. By the great Power that made me, I 
; will bury this dagger in his heart that ſtops my 
>» _ pallage, or dares to follow me. i 

(enters the chamber ) 


ALBERT. 
Philip, beware Remember tis your father. 


OFFICER. 
Row faſt the priſoner ! I command you hold 
him, as you ſhall anſwer it to our Lord La- 
zZark.  - RE | 1 
| ALBERT. | 
Fear not a reſcue; we've no arms to farce 
you; nor have you hearts that can be touch'd 
by - pity. My fears were for my friend, leſt in 
the tyrant he forgot a father. 1 ER 
| OFFICER, 
We are not careful what becomes of Wenſel; 
* we are Lazarra's ſervants; and for Philip, let 
yn look to himlelf ; we think not of him. 


ALBERT. i 
. talk and act exactly as they ſhou'd, he 
ſerve a | maſter brutal as Lazarra. - 


(Phil Ip returns.) 


Oh! Philip, Philip, if you've rais'd your hand 


againſt your father $ life — 
PRlIir. 


S's 
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PRILI T. 
N ature forbid paternal blood mou · d ever 
ſtain this hand. My father lives, but death's 
recurſor ſteep falls deep and heavy on his mot- 
- ſenſe. | 
: OFFIicER + 
(Coins Sir, you muſt to priſon; 


Parti, | 
Aye, aye, to priſon in the weſlern tower: 


OrrIckR. | 
No, in the eaſtern tower, where the chain of 
rocks begins. | 
| Pen 
| You're right, you're right; tis from the eaſtern 
tower the chain of rocks Wim, * how ay 
18 it to his execution Mts” 2 
n OFFICER. 8 
From this to midnight. 
P IL Ir. 
That will ſoon be here: — lt i is but t right he had 


an hour fot prayer. 
ALBERT. 
What do you mean ? I do not underſtand 


| you. 


5 | 
Alone, alone —that cannot be denied you. 
5 ( aſide. ) 
Orrickk. 


If the Lord Albert wiſhes to be left to his de- 
votions, I can have no objection to his praying, 
my only buſineſs is to prevent him from eſ- 


S capifg. 


Purity. 


ALBERT. 


Then 80. Lord Albert, go to your 8 
H 


„ WH 
þ gs 


— — — . — ee —— — 


„ » neee 


At mn V.. ü 
Will you part without INE. a laſt farewell 


of me? 


tr | 
I'll ſee you again. | 
(In a whiſper, as he embraces him.) 
ALBERT. 
In Heaven Farewell. 


(PRIII P watches him as he departs, then takes the 
keys from his boſom.  . - 


__ Parzy. 

Now, Albert, I am arm'd for thy 3 
Theſe keys command the paſſes of the caſtle 
And if it be thy will, O Providence, to appoint 
me to this work, and render theſe thy imple- 
ments of mercy, let thy ſteep ſeal up the ſenſes 
of my wretched father, till I have done the . 


Hah ! who art thou? 


(ile Hermit enters as Philip Was going out. * 
What do you want, old man! no one comes 
here: go, go, begone | my father is OP. 

HERMrr. 
1 do not want your father : If you are Philip, 
wy buſineſs 1 is with vou. | 


 PrirIe. | | 
I am Philip, but I can't hear your buſt 1 
you muſt defer your buſfinels till to-morrow. 


+ HERMIT. - 
Impoſiible To- morrow it wou'd bs too late. : 


| PriLIP. 
No e Tm i in haſte, in preſſing haſte. 


Hinurr. 
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HzRMIr. N 
ä So am I. of 
. 4 PRwdLIF%: Fo 
"What then ; what then? Life hangs upon my Mm 
. haſte. £ s 
3 5 HERMIT. Bf 
3 does it upon mine; an innocent life, a liſe = 
more dear to Philip than his own—Your Eloiſa— 1 
J. PRI. 3 i F 
Heaven preſerve my ſenſes! _ ; 4 
| HER MIT, 1 
Is loft to you for ever — ſold, carter and s 
ſacrific'd this night by her unnatural father— 1 1 
| > PRICED: 5. Pe = 
"How to whom ? | 4 
HzrmirT. n 
To Darbony. | Nah 1 
ParLIP. 1 
* The monſter ! will he devote his Soni to | 
ttt eee Moloch bath 'd in blood. | 
| HERM Ir. Nl 
| "Pao ſure he will. The father and the fiend will pa 
drag their beauteous victim to the altar ere mid- i 
night bell is toll'd. Poor Eloiſa reſts ber laſt 18 
hope on thee. | = 
| Pa1LIP. | 1 
On mi 3 | 1 
On thee . e thee ſhe turns for help 0 
ſhe fummons thee to ſave her; tis from her, | 
3 weak but. "_ meſſenger, I come,—In her | 
H 2 ; deſpair | 


—— wr oo 2 — — 
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deſpair ſhe cried, « Go tell my Philip, without 
his inſtant ne I am loſt.” 5 


(Phil i zakes the keys from his breaſt, looks at 
lem, wrings his hauds in deſpair, and returns 
them to their place.) | 


What does that action mean? Why 85 you 
tarry ? Are you not Philip, or am I miſtruſted E' 


PII Ir, 
Tou- are not miſtruſted, and 1—1 am o Phili 


Herr, 


5 Then follow me at once; it i 18 high time. 


PHILIP. « 
Yes, * tis high time. 5 


HzRMIx, 
. And we have far to go. 


PHILIP, : 


Oh! choice of horrors ! Turn my heart, juft 
Heaven, where honour, truth, and virtue ſhou'd 
direct it! load not thy feeble creature paſt his 
bearing, but by my . ben oy temp- 

| tation. ; 


HERIIIr. 
What is the matter ? Whence is your diſtreſs ? 


2 5 _ 


Thou art the meſſenger of Eloiſa, ee T4, 
tell thee, that within this-caſtle the noble Albert 
anguiſhes in chains. He is my benefactor, my 


fut meter, my erf, my beſt of friends, my — | 
? 5 MM 
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than father. Here in my hand is liberty for 

Albert; a ſecret. pailage, which. theſe.keys com- 
mand, leads him to fety—if 1 loſe one hour, 
*twill be too late; at midnight he muſt die; in 
the ſame moment, when the cruel father of Eloiſa 


ſacrifices her, my father murders him. Can I 


deſert him? No, no, I cannot. Let me do this 


| deed to make me worthy Eloiſa's love, then I 


will ſet her free, or die in the attempt. Go, go; 


TI cannot follow thee ; depart! Heaven at this 


trying criſis will ſend forth its angel to prote& 


her -I cannot; n W( d make me a murderer | 


if I did. 


(De Hen MIT rings his 1 and with a 


forrowful 1 oe looks up to Heaven.) 


Cl Scene drops.) 


— 


ENG OF THE THIRD ACTy 


4 Piew of 8 Houſe, with the adja- 
cent uu. | 


Hermit enters. 


Jow Providence inſpire me to en this 
victim of a. mercenary father! Helpleſs my- 


ſelf, and diſappointed of Philip's help, I muſt 


proceed by ſtratagem, and leave the cauſe to 


ſanctify the means—Hah, here he comes. Save 


you, Sir! (GUNTRAM comes from his houſe. ) 


| GUNTRAM. 
That is as much as to fay, Give me a hand- 


ſel for my benediction.—I ſee, in ſpite of the - 


advice you gave me, Jou are coming to the wed- 
ding. 
| _ Henmar. | 

Pardon me, Sir! I'm going to the burial. 
GUNTRAM. 


What do you mean 85 Do you 283 I'm 


dying. 
HRT. 
No, but Lord Albert is covered with wound * 
he is dying in my cell. | 


GunTRAM. 


| Don't talk of wounds: I hate to hear of them. 
What is all this to me? 


HERMIT, 


4 


4 


— — 
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Hare. E 
As you ſhall make it—every thing, or nothing. 


He calls for you moſt eagerly, 


 GUNTRAM. 
He may call long enough before el come. 


HERMITr. 
74 told him ſo; but nothing cou'd appeaſe him 
—See you he muſt; and were you not a man to 
ſpurn at money, *twou'd be worth your while, 


0 GUNTRAM: 
Who ſays ſpur at money ? I love money. 


HxERMIT. 
Jewels are money's-worth, and theſe Lord Al- 
bert has brought off in plenty: they're very rich, 
and knowing you a ſafe and prudent man, he 


wiſhes to entruſt them to. your keeping. 


GunTRAM. | 
Aye! who believes you? let me ſee the N 8 


| HERMTr. 
Here is a ſample. Look upon this ring. 


GunTRaM, 
By r lady,* a rich gem, a peerleſs ruby ; ; but 
this I never ſaw upon his finger. 


| HzRMIr. | 
| You know the bearings of the bouſe of Thurn. 
What did Lord Albert wear upon his banner ? 


/ 


GUNTRAM. 
A crowned Tron, 


HERurr. 
Right! 'Tis a crowned lion Turn the ſtone, 
and there you ſee it Now will you believe it is 
the bignet of the Lord of Thurn ? 5 


GUNTRAM. 


— — — ——ͤ—-4ÿ —ä—— — 


— . » 


„ K* 2 
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2 hands. 


— 
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| Ger N 5 
I do believe it. e REIT ie LT e 8 
HxRMTr. 
Make haſte then, and attend him i in we cell 


GUuNTRAM. fi 
Where is your cell? 


HxRMurr. 
Lo, whe it hangs upon the craggy peak = 


yonder 3 like an eagle's aerie. 


__ GunTRAM. 
Yes, but I am no eagle to fly to it. 


HxxMrr. 
Then ſend a nimbler meflnger—your gh 
ter Whom can you truſt ſo well? 


| - GunNTRAM. © 5 N i 
You're craz'd, methinks — My daughter is upon | 
the point of marriage. 


HERMrr. „ 
And Albert on the point of death !—Confider, 
your daughter may return before ſhe's called for, 1 
and theſe e will be a rich e in 58 ; 


! 


— 


Gonrram: f 3h 
That's true, that's true. Why did'nt. you 
. bing” 'em with you ? 


- Hermit. | 
1 hoop brought one; the reſt he* would not 
truſt 3 in any hands but your's or Eloiſa's. 


/ © GUNTRAM. 
14 rather wonder he ſhould fix on me. | 


1 HzRMurr. 5 
' Oh, Sf, your. charater— NE 
r | GUNTRAM- 


— 
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— 


GuiTRAM. 


: Yes, yes; my character, I grant you, ſtands g 
g Rc in affairs of truſt ; but then I doubted if 


Albert 291 it in the light that you do. 


Hear. 
comedy in the ſame. Come, where's your 


£ daughter? Time Hies, and Albert Wen the 


whilft. 
SGunr nau. - 
Hoa! | Eliſa! Eloiſa ! you are wanted. 


| (ELors4 en the houſe „ 


ExorsA. 
What i is your pleaſure: ? 
'GunTRAM 
Take my ebouy box, and follow this 3 
hermit to his cell; he'll tell you of the buſineſs 
by the ns: haſte; diſpatch ! _ : 
Etorsa. 
Inform me 1 What is this? 


| „Hasser. ; 
| Huſh! aſk no e e alia obey . 
Eros. 
| Implicitly—thou art my guardian angel. 
GUNTRAM. | 
Come in! Acup of rheniſh will recruit you. 


1 Goes towards the houſe.) 


kati 0 ofide.) 
Now, Fortune ſpeed us! Avarice, for once 
thou haſt befriended virtue—and I thank thee. 


- ( Follows GUNTRAM into the houſe.) : 
Fo Wa SCENE 


( Afide to . HERMurr. 3 


— KT —¹ EI 


38 5 JOANNA:. 1 


8 CENE change 70 the Saxon Hall i in te cus 
7 Turn. ä 


(Evezxz enters. 


What 4 change is here in one nig it's tine 
from hap *PPY to unhappy ! Never again all I fee - 
ſuch a day as yeſterday. If, as tis ſaid, my 
noble maſter's kill'd, alas for my poor lady: 
What will become of her? And when ſhe's loſt, 


_ all's loft. to me; I have no friend but her— 


« My father is gone to his grave, 
* My mother cares little for me; 
„ Her love to another ſhe gave, 
« I was wretched, as wretched cou d be. 


Upon the wide world I was caſt, 
« A poor little fatherleſs boy; 
© But fortune relented at laſt, | 
« And my forrow was turn'd into joy. 


I am page to a lady fo kind, 
«A lady o loving to me; 
Such joy in her ſervice ! find, 
I was happy, as happy could be. 


But thoſe happy hours are gone by, 
« Our pleaſure is turn'd into pain; 
„All is ſorrow around me, and I, 
Once 1 wretched, am wretched eine, 


. aner 


Joanna. | 
Eugene I 


. | „ 


. My Lady! 


28 5 | | Joanna. 


* 
— * 
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5 Joanna. 
2 That's 2 mournful ſong. 
1 EuoEN E. Wo 
aye, Madan, and a cies fongtr 5 
IJoax xa. 
ge You are e young, and will forget your ſorrows. 


Evucans. | 
1. Providence ſhall take my ſenſes from me 
ele. it takes ON life, 1 may Wert them; not 
elſe. 
Joanna. 


Then h how oe I? 


_ Evorns. 
1 I went up to the tower this morning 
by the firſt peep of day, and I do think I ſpied 
our brave old warden, Wolf, under the walls. 


| Joanna. 5 
Child, tis impoſſible ;. I ſaw him fall, Wolf 
died, as | ſhall die, for his dear lord. 3 


EvGEnNs. 
| 40 0 indeed ! I cou'd not be deceiv d. 
Methought he ſaw me too, and made a ſign, as 
if to call me down, 


Joanna. 
| You are e miſtakes. Wolf, by a noble death, has 
fniſh'd a long courſe of faithful ſervice, Now 
go and aſk permiſſion for my child to viſit his fad 
mother—Hah |! the tyrant. (Exit Evokxx.) 


(LAZzAnRA enters.) 


; LAZARRA., 
May I approach? and will Joanna deign to 
ſay what homage her true knight can pay to re- 


| commend his fait ? What will ſhe aſk ? 
10 1 Joanna, 


6% JO ANNA 


Joan NA. | 

Favours from you, the murderer of my huſ- 
| band, I never thought to aſk—Yet there is ane, 

LAZARRA. —5 — 
Name it; command = ” 
Joawna, . 

It is only one, Let there be dug a "ave 
where Albert fell, and in the ſpot, made Rered 
by his blood, let me be buried, 


LAZARRA, 
| Was there but one man in the KAT - 
for whom Joanna will conſent to live? I'l] hope 
there is Il truſt ſhe will prefer life in the con- 


queror's arms, to a cold grave with a dead p. 
beſide her. | 


Sf 1 
> 6 of 


r : 1 
Break, break, my heart! „ 
FVV 
Nay, if you weep, it will not : The 1 heart that 
melts 1 in tears will never break, ' | 
| Joanna, | 
This le ſhows à nature ſo debas'd, that 
ev'n your cruelty has not one caſt of manlineſs 
about it, but aſpires to nothing more than to Ins 
: ſult ; a e and make a widow's agonies your 
„Arial 25 
Be parified ! This caſtle till is your $; it Trib 
but chang'd its maſter ; all is your's—all that i s 
om and all that has been Albert's. | 
Joanna. | 
Away! I would prefer the vileſt dungeon, 5 
whoſe enen dns EN with death, 
9 ſhould 
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ſhould be fo fatal that you dare not enter, to 


freedom, where I muſt inhale oy air that you 


- have breath d. | 
| EE, | 


| You've aid 5 Tis done. 1 mall not 
meet averſion ſo decided, like a tame lover —I 


will be your maſter. (Evczxs appears at the fide 
ſeene, with JOANNA'S child. 


Take hence that brat | He ſhall not ater here, 


Joanna, 
May I not ſee my child? 


LAZ AR RA, 

No, you may not. Becauſe you tauntingly 
pronounce my fight ſo hateful, that the blaſt of 
death wou'd be more welcome, I'll henceforth 
provide, that if you ever let the light of Heaven 
viſit your eyes, you ſhall behold Lazarra, VII 
have a ſcore of painters ſet to work, and hang my 
portrait up in every chamber through which 
you pals, till the deteſted image of him whoſe 
preſence taints the genial air ſhall be ſo ever- 
laſtingly impreſs'd on your mind's eye, in dark». 
neſs you ſhall fee it; in ſolitude, in fleep, I ſtill 
will haunt you, nor ſhall the grave itſelf con- 
ceal me from you, Now follow me, proud dame! 
Do you rebel? Move, or my guards ſhall drag 
you—Hah ! tis well! I will not quit you, 
|  Tho* my paſſing ſhadow, where it fell on you, 

bpliſter'd your fair fleſh, I 1 not bait one atom 


of your 382885 | 
HE Exeunt 7 


SCENE 


— 


„% | JOANNA: 


0 SCENE changes 10 4 romantic View, 22 he” 
Hermit's Cave is di iſcovered. —WoLF-marches 
in with a party of Mountaineers radely at med. 
A quick March is play d. oh py 

LEADER OF THE Moontamuins, 1 i 


Come on, my hearts, come on! 
The work will ſoon be done: 
Wet all be ſtaunch; and none be fny; 
Let all men fight and no man Ws.” 
«* The victory muſt be won— _ 
Come on, my hearts, came on! 
6c When the battle is o'er we'll be jolly, 
For to ſigh is but madneſs and fally;, 5 
« Old flingo ſhall ſwim - 
„In black jack to the brim, | 
% And we'll drink away dull melancholy, 
Hark, hark, the thund'ring drum 
| « Roars out tis time to come, 
For all that die the prieſt ſhall pray, 
„While thoſe that live keep holiday. 
„Hark, hark, the thund'ring drum! 
85 Come on, my heroes come! 
6 When the battle is o'er, &c. cc. 


Wore. 
Hear me, my good men of the lind ; 


hearken ! A long ſtory I ſhall not tell you, for 4 


Jam not fond of talking; and becauſe I hate ly- 


Ing I will tell you no ſtory. at all. —This ſame La- 


zarra is a foreign ſcoundrel, a ſtranger ta our na- 
tion, and no Swiſs, He has no bufineſs here : 


What does he come for? I'll tell you what—for 
plunder to drive you out of your cabins, as be 
h1s drove the worthy Lord of Thurn out of his 


caſtle — Will you ſuffer it? Moux - 


L 
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55 MouxrAINTEER. 
Vo, n no, we will not—we'll revenge Pay Albert. 
Worx. 


I knew. you wou'd ; I knew you were true 


Swiſs, and wou'd not let thoſe villainous inter- 


8 tread in your lovely ſnows, and track your 


pleaſant mountains, where nothing grows but 
icicles and liberty. Lord love you, you remem- 
ber poor old Wolf; you have the ſteam of the 


a 


caſtle kitchen ſtill in your noſtrils, and know I 


was not the Wolf at the door t6 keep you out, 
but to invite you in—You bear all this in n mind: 


I know you do. 9 
MounTAINEER,. | 


We do, my maſter , therefore ſay no more, but 
march . . 
| Wor F. EP! 


Oh yes; ; T0 march—Lazarra pays the piper, 


ſo ſtrike up! We hay'nt got the true ſtep, but 


no matter: We'll trot, and our enemies ſhall 
gallop. TAP (Exeunt, marching. ) 


(PrniLIe 7s fa aſcending from the Subterranean. 

He affifts Lord Al AER, and they come forward.) 
Pattie. \ 

My Lavk my Lord, where are you? reach 


| your hand; Pye found the paſſage; the freſh 


air ſalutes us, and the bright moon ſubſcribes her 
friendly beam.—Welcome to liberty, 
ALBERT. 
My brave deliverer, come to my heart. 
PAILIP. 


It is the proudeſt aim of m ambition to bs! 
near your heart. But you are faint, the ſubter- _ 


ranean — 8 on 1 ſtill. n, this 
cave 


| 
L 1 
; 
. 
j 
+ 
[4 
i 
? 
4 
| 
; 
' 


3 
1 

EA 4 Li 
| 


„ * 
* ; ' . F ; ME þ ; ; 
4 g 7 * "A md *. + ad * * 4 1 A 4p 


cave you'll find 08 and ſhelter; ber it, my 
Lord. I will aſcend the heighths, Kindle a fire, 


nnd bring the mountaineers to your affiftanc ce. 


"ALBERT. 5 
Thanks, gallant outh | a faintneſs ſteals vpon 
me; I muſt confe 85 to you I need repoſe.— Ah, 
Philip, to be torn from thofe we love dearer than 


fe, and in the hour of danger, by ſtrong neceſ= 


fity driven to deſert. them, judge how 1 it 1282 
oy heart © 
Party. 

1 do—l * I feel it by my No more; 
but enter. (ALBERT enters the Hermit's cave.) 
Oh Eloiſa; 'tis thy cauſe no leſs than Albert Ss 
| that t gives * to my impatience. | 
(Exit Mou: 75 
(Hznaurr with Eros.) 

1 HERMIT. 
| Here is my cell. We'll take a ſhort .. 
1 then reſume our flight. 


EL ofs. 

And wilt thou ſuffer all this for me? Wilt 
thou for me exhauſt the ſmall remains of ſtrength 
that age has left thee; thou pure benevolence, 
8 more than parent to poor delerted Eloiſa ? 


HxRxMrr. 

Tn not permit thee to deſpond, my child. 
There is a Providence, that bear me up above 
my body's ſtrength in thy protection. I feel as 
if I were again a father, and my loſt daughter 
liv'd again in thee : fear nothing then: within 
this peaceful cell thou wilt find viands of your 
own beſtowing. Enter 1 What ails thee ? 
Tbere is nothing there; no Lying. man to fright 
Wes. Wo Te op Eros. 


A DRAMATIC ROMANCE. 

ZEios K. + 
„ there! the very man. I ſee him there 
Eb Lord Albert, e on the pings and d dying, as 


it ſeems. 
| | Then 


- Merciful Heaven defend us! who is this? 
(ALBERT comes from the cell.) 


ALBERT. 


| Be not thus caſt in wonder. I am Albert, not 
: FE oh as ſhe thinks, but ſav d from death, if you 


| betray me not. 
- \ . Evvios. 

If we betray you ! . we are not thoſe that 
wou'd betray the wretch that fled: from juſtice 


to invoke protection; how then ſhou'd we betray- 
the good Lord Albert, the patron of the needy 


and oppreſt, the orphan's father and the widow's 
friend? Bleſt be the hand that reſcued thee from 


| death ! Say why it was, thys I mer pray: for 


him. 
A Ti 
Philip of Belmont. | 
_ ELots4. 


-Oh approving Heaven, crown him, reward him 
for the glorious deed. My Philip has preſerv'd 
you; I acquit him. I was in like extremity with 
pul at the fame hour ; I call'd him to my reſcue 

n vain; his virtue triumph'd o'er his love. He 
turn'd from me and ſav d his benefactor. I praiſe 


him, I applaud him for the choice: you had a 


huſband's and a father's claim; for you the hearts 


of thouſands wou'd have bled; tor me none other 


Gan his own. 


(9 


/ 


ing to his une 


unconſcious of your right, uſurp'd 2 
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Fer. 
| And mine. 8 Mae fs 
$1 Rin 1 ; 
Ah, father, if you knew the Lord of Thum 
HxRM IT. 


] hope he has been taught to know himſelf in 


| his er knew his father. 


ALBERT. 
I'm ſorry for it, if you knew him . ; for 
then you know what cauſe I have to bluſh, When 


lam Halſely ſtibd the Lord of Thurn. 


HRERMIT. | 
That fo confeſs beſpeaks a candid nk; for 


that I honour you; but Ten is loft. What . 


then remains? 
5 | ALBERT 
| Hefore Sennen s dawn 057 "fe 3 
at my feet, or ſee the light no more: if on the | 


walls my banner flies, it flies not for myſelf, but . 


for the daughter of that rightful Lord, who in 


his baniſhment was baſely murder'd. 


HERMTT. | W | 
Alas, that daughter neyer will be found, nor 


was that father murder'd; he yet lives, and I am 


he. Yes, Albert, I, Lam that wretched. father; 
degraded, exil'd, and at once bereft of wife, ſon, 
daughter ; outcaſt of the world; no home, no 


country, not one friend on earth, ſave this ſweet 


innocent, the feeble ſtaff of an old beggar totter - 


| Albxar. Dos 
Oh heavenly juſtice, how did I eſcape, whilſt 
you was begging at that caſtle's gate, which = 


8 


0 HERMIT. 
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HxxMIT. | 

; That Ia am Theodore, the baniſht Lord of 
Thurn and its domain, I had in proof to ſhew 
one relick, which the robbers mifs'd, my creſt 
(a crowned lion) cut in ruby ; but this laſt pledge 
J left in Guntram's hands for purpoſes, which this 


dear child can witneſs, 


ALveky. 
| There needs no witneſs to the truth you utter; 
and here, in preſence of high Heaven, 1 ſwear to 
pay you de and reſtore your right. 

| HxRUMrr. 

No, no, your virtues have aton'd to juſtice; ; 
you, Albert, have the bleſſings of the poor: Had 
I poſſeſſion, what cou'd I have more? I have no 
daughter; the inhuman villains, that robb'd and 
left me dying, kill'd my child. Within that cell 
I have preſerv'd one relick, one mournful relick, 

—You * lee my ſtore, . goes into lo (he 18 ) 
| | ALBERT. . 
4 fow ho relick, ae does he allude 0 


Alas 1 know not. My heart melts with 


pity, | 
| | ALT, = 
This meurful ſtory is not new to you. 
ELois A. | 
My Lind; I've often aſk d, but never W it: 
he always put me by when. I made ſuit to ſharp 
his forrows—but behold he comes. ta, 
___ HegrmiTreturas:with a bloody mantle, 
- Hanwrr, © 1 | 
| This thi isall 9 me of my dunghter ; 
this 


= r | JOANNA: 
| this n purpled as you ſee with 8 : 
Nere ſtream'd that life-blood than my own more 
E gear; and tho' my tears have almoſt blanch'd 
3 the pots, they cannot waſh away the deep re- 
e membrance of my afflicting loſs. | 
| 1 Ex olsA. 
* | Oh agonizing ſicht 

ALBERT. 
| Vahappy father, what can I do for thee 1 


HERMIr. . 
Nothing for me : childleſs and old, Ni 
this vain world, and by the world forgotten, for 
j | myſelf I only aſk a graye—but for this innocent 
wVbom have ſnatcht from miſery, and who clings, 
| 


as if by nature's charter, to my heart — for her 
3 | make appeal to your protection, and as in honour * a2 
ll 5 you ſhall deal with her, ſo may Heaven 2 5 

EE: givenels to your father. 


Ain 
h | She is my care henceforth ; and would to 
1 HAJeayen, when thus I take her hand in pledge of on = 
id 1 faith, twas in my power to ſay—Behold your | a 
Stet f-* AT: . 
(Daxzony and armed men robs in}. 
 Danpoxny. 
That is the damſel; ſeize and take her bende, 
 ELOI5A. 
Faden! . ſhow thy mercy : 
5 HxRurr. 
Villains! looſe your hold " 
| Mäser 


Shall 1 not take my own ? She is my ike, : 
"Amy with'her !—Lord Albert, ſtand aſide; I've 


. dong - 
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SLE Ane you more than 1 wrong enough already : be. 


ſides, you are unarm'd. | 
| = She i is forced off by Daxzony” 8 ſoldiers. ) 


ELotsa (from without. 9 
Filip 5 Pe, ! (ougle ſounds at a 4 Way. 7 5 


_ Hermit, 
Stop! ſtop! A reſcue! 
" Darxzony. 
Stop thy clamorous tongue, grey-headed 17 
5 pocnite,, March on, my hearts! 
(Exit with ſoldiers, ) 
| ELoisa (at a further diſtance.) 
| Philip! Philip! _ ¶ bigle ſounds. ) 
_(PriLIP enters, 1017h MORMAIneers. 7 
PajrLip. 
'Tis Eloify 8 voice F riends ! brethren ! fol. 
e (Wort enters, his ſword ane 4: 
| WoLr. 
Follow the vengeance I. have burſt my 
heart with following ; and that madcap, Philip, 
leads them off at ſcore. Holloa ! who's that L 
My noble maſter living! Here! here's a 
ſword ; carve for yourſelf, and ſpare not : firſt 
due, firſt ſerv? d; no ceremony at this ſport. 
(Av BERT and Wor r follow to the fight.) 
Hxnkurr ( alone.) 
There, there they go! and now the wood 
-conceals them: now they come out; ſee! ſee! 
they re cloſe upon them] they meet! they fight 


* Philip has conquer'd ! Hark! our people ſhout : 


the coward miſcreants throw away their arms, 
and beg for mercy. Hah | ſhe lives !. ſhe lives ! 
(PHILIP runs In, conducting EL018A.) 


pas | , PHILIP, 


— . — Wt en O92 ah PE go—_L 


life: I'll not take his. 


— ͤ———— — — aa rag ts Lun 
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Parte. 5 
yt triumph b victory! Eloiſa 8 ard! 


Hannay. : 
My child! my child! Oh, welcome to my 


fight! My old heart bounds with tranſport to 
behold thee.” (ALBERT, WoLF, &c. with 


 DarBovyr priſoner. } 


ALB ENT, +: 
Bring in your e ; we have got their 


leader. 


Wore. © 
Ry! me come to him; I've had a taſte of his 


ſword, now he ſhall have a belly full of mine. 


_ ArBerT, -/ 
Hold! bold! tis Darbony ; he ſpard my 


Mord. 
But 1 will for 9988 that will do as wel. 


ALBERT. | 
Forbear! a art too bloody. 75 


: 5 Wor p. 8 N 
. You 10 I am: he has drawn my blood ; ; 
why ſhould not I open a vein bor him F | 


ALBERT, 
Stand off, and quit him! What is your * 


tence for ſeizing this young woman 7 


DAR BOT. 5 
1 1 had ſeiz'd her, and ſecur'd my prize, I. 


ſhould have had a title, Lord of Thurn, ſuperior 


5 Jour OWN. - 


ALBERT. | 
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ALBERT. 
What do you mean ? Is ſhe not Guntram $ 
daughter ? : 


4 


BY 3 | 
1 am your priſoner; you have ſavd my life: 3 
therefore I tell you fairly, not one drop of 


Guntram's blood runs in thoſe noble veins: 


T would not treat with him till he confeſs'd it. 
1 marry Guntram's daughter !—no! He ſtole 
her, like a thief: ſhe is the daughter of Theodore, 
bo ancient Lord of T hurn; and had I married 
1er R 


ALBERT: — 
| Break off! ! the father, the father frands before 
4 you | | | | 
HzeRrMIT., 
Oh! my — 
„ELOIlSs A. 


| Philip, ſupport me! bear me to kip feet, that 

1 may kneel. —Oh ! tell me, tell me truly, if it 
vas nature's inſtinct that inſpir'd me to love 
thee, honour thee, and call thee father ? | 


HERNMTr. 


Oh Heaven! how wonderful art 3 in 
mercy ! I'm loſt : the bleſſing 1s too vaſt for 
me; my weak frame totters: lead me to my 
cell. Þ Exit, ſupported by ELoisa and PhILIr.) 


ALBERT. 
How s this, old friend? A tear on that rough 
| cheek ? 
Wo 


111 r 
RE 5 Worr. : 


„ +> N * \ 


Yes, a RET tens ; not one of your bolt 
drops, that whimpering pity ſheds: I never 
weep, except for joy that honeſt men are 93 
| happy- Come, ſignor Darbony, enter the cell?! 
3 | you are not overburden'd with humanity ; a | 
B tew more leffons of this fort won't hurt you. 


* 


— 
— — —— — 
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END oF THE rounrn ACT. 


SCENE, a | Defile in the Neighbour hood of 7 15 
Caſtle; ALBERT, PHILIP, HERMIT, ELonsa, 
WoLF, and SOLDIERS. 5 


217 85 ALBERT. 

OW, Comrades, mark where the dechining 
moon, Propitious to our enterprize, withdraws 
her fading creſcent ! The dark hour comes on, 
and warns us to the charge | 

PII. 
We are all aa: our mountaineers are am- 
buſh'd within call. Where ſhall we ſtorm ? 
| ABENA T. | 
jm the weſtern flank ; the moat is ford- f 
able, and the wall weakeſt there : he has ſe- 
85 Sarrd the bridge. 
| Won x, 
5 wiſh we had done as much before hs © paſs'd 
but rogues are wiſer in their generation than 
40 dull downright fellows are in ours. 


| | ALBERT. 
Ah, Philip, my whole heart is ſick with dread 
of what has dy within the caſtle. 
WOE Pullip. 0 


j 
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PIII . 
We ſhall ſoon have the caſtle. ts 'F 
| _ "ALBERT. „ gs 


Shall. we have the lives within it ? Shall J 
greet my wife? Shall I embrace my ſon? _ 


PRILIP. 


Diſmiſs theſe terrors, and repoſe your hope 
where you have lodged your faith. Draw forth 


your {word | We cannot fail to conquer when 


thoſe we combat are the foes of e | 
7 ALBERT. 
Tis done. N ow, heroes, follow to thy charge 1 
PRHILIP. 


A moment's patience. Where ſhall we be- 
ſtow this aged 8 and his defenceleſs daugh- 
ter ? 


ALBERT. 


Wolf, you are wounded ; you ſhall 155 be. 
hind: there lives not one more worthy of that 
truſt. 8 

n 


There cs not one leſs likely to palm its 
for though I have a reverence. for old age, and 


a ſoft ſide towards innocence and beauty, yet if 


I hear the claſh of ſwords in battle, I muſt, per- 
force, turn out and make one with them : there- 
fore let me be foremoſt in the onſet, and laſt in 
the retreat—there i is my poſt. 


HERMIT. 


1 will not hold one hero from his que ; and, 
ie | Es Hough 


- 
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though I can no longer wield a ſword, behold I 


have a weapon ſhows a dagger). This, and 


the darkneſs of the night, will guard us, there- 
fore, go forth, and conquer. | 


Eos A. 1 


| Thame | is an arbour (Philip knows the ſpot) of 
nature's making, in the cheſnut grove, beſide the 


- Weſtern tower; there we may paſs the anxious 


minutes, and put up our prayers for your ſuccels. 
ALBERT. 


- Eſc - them to the place] We, the mean 
' while, will martial our brave band, and for our 
wives, our children, and our altars, aſſur'd of 
nu, we ruſh upon the foe! [ Exeunt. 


$ CENE changes 10 an 3 in 1 Cafe of 
Tun. 


| (Joanna enters.) 


The 5 18 will not let me ſee my child 
Well! Heaven's high will be done — There was 
a time when my afflicted ſpirit was prepar'd to 
die with Albert! But laſt night in ſilence I com- 
mun'd with my heart, and heard a voice that 

ſeem'd to cry within me“ Hold thine hand, 
creature of God! thy life is not thine own, 
and none but he that gave can take away” — 

I ſtarted ; left my couch; my lamp was burning; 
the book of life was open on my table; I read; 
the text was—patience—and the word of 1n- 
ſpiration ſunk into my heart with influence ſo 
perſuaſive, ſo ferene, that as I read, I reaſoned, 
and n 2885 Heaven is pleaſed to puniſh, 
L. „ tis 


— 4 


76 on 


tis our part to ſuffer and ens —Eugene, ap- 
proach | __ 


Is there not nee ſtirring in the caſtle that 
occupies my tyrant, and reprie ves me from bis 
deteſted * . : | 


- (Evcens enters 1 Joan A.) | 


I think there is Scouts are for ever. paſſing, 
that ſcour the country round ; the walls are 
manned; in all the watch. towers centinels are 
poſted, and by what is going forward, I yoga) 
4 2525 he looks to be attack d. 0 


A 


Joanna. 


Alas! what can my helpleſs people do, when 
their brave leader 's loft, and Wolf is Killed, and 
8 8 is * off? 


Ebi 


| of Philip I know nothing ; but FO Wolf, 11 
muſt believe he lives, and that I law him. 


Joanna. 


Boy, you're deceived ; let me not hear of hope, 
fave what the cheering recollection gives, that all 
the ſufferings of this tranſient life muſt have a 
fpeedy end: of this affur'd, I am prepar'd, for 
conſcience ſake, to brave all that Lazarra's fu 
can inflict to 'ſhake my honour, or fubdue my 
ſpirit ; for 'tis no queſtion with me whom to 
fear—him, a contemptible and ſhort-hw'd ty- 
rant, that only can affli&' me for awhile, or that 
tremendous judge whole ng award 1s happineſs | 
or miſery without end. . 


. N Ebeikb 
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EUGENE. 


She” s gone, and knows not yet the full extent 
of her affliction— When ſhe ſhall be told, Lord 
Albert fell not in the field of battle, but but- 
chered by aſſaſſins in the dungeon of his own 
Belmont, what will then ſupport her? Will ſighs 
and tears relieve her ſad deſpair? Oh they 
- wou d. d weep my eyes to water. 


Jo ſigh when forrow loads the breaſt 
5 wy nature's kind relief; - 
To weep is almoſt to be bleſt 
% Amid the burſt of grief. 


_ « Sigh then, ſad dame, if ſighs may cheer 
A heart oppreſs'd as thine ; | 
% Weep, and I'll double every tear, | 
« Forall thy griefs are mine. (Exit. 


- CENE changes to the Aan Hall 


(LAZAR RA, with armed followers. ) 


LAZ ARRA. 


N ere this, is dead ! Where j is 2 5 
The ſpark of pity that was quick within me, 
her inſolent defiance has extinguiſhed ; my 
_ temper and my time are both exhauſted; let 
her be fummoned, and at onee determine for 
life or death, my victim or my bride - Do 
you hear me, ſluggards? Which of you has 
charge upon the weſtern flank ? 


Orion. 
f hang, an' 1958 you. | 
1 LAZ ARRA. 


78 0 


LaAZzARRA. 


: It does not pleaſe me, ſir— the wall is open. : 
Why is the breach not ſtopt, as I directed? 


5 OPriczR. | 
We had no hands to ſpare from other duty. 


LAZ ARRA. 

No, they were all employ'd upon your 

trenchers; you are greedy feeders all, but lazy 

workers. Why did you not ſet the en 
upon it 5 


| rn | ak” 
- | She moat is . we dare not truſt 
them. 
LAZ AR RA. 


If the moat 8 fordable, Cheie s our 8 
the wall being left in breach ? Tis well for us 
that Albert is not living. * ow, n news ? 


A A SOLDIER enters. J- | 


Sol DIER. 
My lord, tis ſaid that Darbony is taken, 
LAZARRA. - 


Who ſays it ? Who has taken him? 


SOLDIER. 0 


The fellow that was in the fight reports, Lord 
2 0 took him priſoner. | 


LAZARRA. | 
That is a lie as deep as to the center Albert 


is dead; here's one that will confirm it: You 
come from Wenſel ? 


Wanszi- 8 


4 
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(Wanxsrr, $ MxsskNOER NR 


|  Mxss8NGER. | Lo 
I do, my lord, from Belmont; ; I am ſent with 
ROUTE greetings to you from my maſter. 
LAZARRA. 


Does Wenſel ſend me Albert's head withal ? 
If he does that, his greeting will be welcome. 


MzEssxN GER. 
Alas, my lord, I am SIN to * that 
. Albert has eſcap'd. 

„ 


Infamous traitor! Wenſel ſhall feel my ven- 
geance | Sound to arms! Albert eſcap'd; and 
Darbony a priſoner ! Call out the garriſon, and 
man the ramparts | I'll have the priſoners put 
to inſtant death! 


(SOLDIER runs in, 15 ſword drawn 3 


Sol pink. 
Arm! arm, my lord! The caſtle is affaulted ! 
Lees e fly !—Arm, arm, or all is loſt | 
LAZARRA, 
Where 8 the aſſault? | 
. SoLDrem. | | 
Upon the wethitn flank :—they have paſs'd 
| the moat they are within the walls! | 
LAZARRA. 


wa, fally from the bridge, and cut - ei 
| off 


"fo oN NA | 
off 8 e a charge ! and follow to _- | 


| bridge 3 45 125 followed by his ſoldiers. OP 


. (A charge is \ ſounged.. 


(Joanna ruſhes in, . Iiſtens in an altitude 4 8 
horror and alarm; then exclaims— 3 
| JoaxxA. | 
*Plonror! Confuſion ! Whither ſhall I fly 7 
5 (Worr enters.) 
Wore. 
Fly! Never think of flying, noble lay yy 
Your huſband lives! he fights ! he SIPS | * 
Joanna. 5 
Lives 1 Does my Albert live! May x —— | 
thee? g 
Wolr. | 
To be ive you may; Lazarra flies before 
him ! The caſtle is our own The e are 
ſet free EY EN. 
Jo | SE. 
All gracious Haven what thanks ſhall I 
repay thee ? 
| Wore. 
As many as you will hereafter; the fewer the 
better juſt at preſent, ; follow me, and ſhew your- 
ſelf to your defenders ; they'll fight like devils 
when they are led on by you. Come on! a 
a a is born to conquer ! 


Joanna. 


Al 1 will Dont or e with Albert | 
I [Exeunt. 


SCENE, 


N over. 
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| SCENE, @ broken and piftureſque Country. One 


Hlanł, the Bower where the H ERMIT ue een 
5 are concealed. | 


{+ er leads fork Elena) 5 


HRMrr. 8 | 
You may come forth, my child, the donn is 


Exofs A. ; 


| 1 Eibe, look ; the clouds, that threaten'd 
us with burſts of thunder, now have roll'd away; 


and the ſun riſes red upon the man a ray- 
lei ball of fire! 


; 
: 
. ” ff 


Neo 


80 gleam'd . his orb on that ars mom, ; 
when waking from my trance I gaz d around 
with wild amaze in ſearch of thee, and found thy 
bloody garment by the robbers left Source f 
unnumber'd ſorrows — Yet, behold, Heaven 
ſmiles upon the evening of my days—So, when 
this fearful conflict ſhall be over, the ſetting ſun 
may beam. ſerene on thee, | and Philip. cloſe his 
ien in thy arms. 


EoIs A. 3 | | 
Ah, my 3 what is that I ſee dans; 
turn your eyes, and tell me who are thoſe 
that iſſue from the caſtle, and now 8 2 
1 bridge, and now they fight ! 


„„ » (+ 1" 

By all that's terrible it is Lazarra | He alles 
on the aſſailants Heaven and earth! can thoſe. 
be Swils that fly ? Are thoſe * countrymen 

. that 


. JOANN A: 
that turn their backs upon a foreign foe? Fly 
to your covert! Fly, my ſweet child! The 8 
tle * towards you p | 
"4 Mena 


ru follow = my father, but ay beard is in 
the hight with Er gd protect him! 
[Exeunt. 


De Baitle. . Diviſions are ſeen fighting 
between the Ch. n HILIP e rall ing his 
Pep.) 

nm IP. 


| Office more, my gallant countrymen, once 
more charge, and you conquer! See, their bat- 
tle 's broke; they reel, they ſtagger.—Victory 
invites you. Philip: of ien a you to 
the charge. 


(WenszL, purſe ied by ALT, flies 70 Pailir, 


who preſents e to ALBERT, TR the . EE 


ANT J- 
| Sw 11 
Oh . fe me, Philip, fave me, or J periſh! 
Pnirie. 


Stop thy avengin hand, heroic chief, nor 
through my filial boſom paſs thy ſword- Re- 
member Belmont, and for * * ſpare: þ . 
3 e 
: ALBERT. 

1 not kill thy father Live, wretch, but 
never let me ſee thee more: Fly to the rocks, 
and bid them cover thee, for the ſun fickens to 
behold thy ſhame. —_ (WenssL retires.) 
* 264 $ IT Now, 
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Now, Philip, forward ! Lo, where brave. old 


- Wolf comes pouring down from his embattled 
Heights to ſnatch the e from us — Forward! 


| OO +4 [Exeunt. 
Wor's is ſeen- enga ed; his O ents Jy; * 0 
gag, pon 
Gvantes, Y | 1 
Worr. 


Well done, my cat- O mountains, never » tam 
'em; out with your claws, and briſtle up your 
backs; ; the raſcals dare not look upon your eyes, 
they glare ſo terribly; tear em and eat em. 
What between Wolf and Cat they ve had a bar- 
gain; I 've ſet my tangy: in ſome of them with 


 @ vengeance. 


(WoL diſcovers GUNTRAM ſrulking. 5 


| What ſculker have we here ? Come out—Theu 
villain ! thou cutpurſe! who made. thee a ſol- 
dier, ſirrah? Nature intended thee for an attor- 
ney Come, bruſh your memory up, mumble a 
Prayer, and be quick! Thou rt hardly worth 
the time rain take to kill thee. 5 


GuxrRAM. 


Spare me, brave Wolf! Behold, here is a ring, 
the ſignet of Lord Albert, for my fafeguard—, 
ann it, I pray thee. - - Gives the ring. 9 


Wor r (vulilſt hooking at the ring. 


_Raſcal, thou lieſt, thou pettifogging knave; 
this 1s not Albert's ſignet thou haſt ſtolen it. 
8 | ( Looks far GuxrRAM, w/o has 
; - _ eſcaped the mearwhile) 
Hah ! gone, abſconded, taken a French leave 
. The devil pee hun) he's not worth the catch- 
| | * * 3% x 1ng | 


3 A  s WV 


e % NN Na „ 
rn kill the next 1. meet laſted” of 


| him. e a4; (Kat, neee, 
FE "(4 retreat 4 ſana — LaZarRa ente 25 J. 
_ LazaRRa. 


mM fly no fuftber. Here OO” my foot, nd: 


if my ſoldiers will deſert their leader, I've nothin 
but my fingle life to fight for, and that I'll ſell 


as e as ah may to m das: 77 we” her ; 


| Albert |—— * 
A Azur enters. F) 
8 AlzERTr. 
Lazar! I've Sake: YOu, 
LAZARRA. 
You haye found me, | 
ALBERT, 3 5 


1 conquer d, you have Briest veurttitle 


73 is the fair treatment of a loyal, knight, for you 
have broke the truce you ſwore to, and, like a 


robber in the dead of night, forc'd my unguarded 
: caſtle 3" conquer'd now, and all retreat cut off, 
you're at my merey.— Deliver up Four ſword, 
and aſk your life, 

| 1: VLAzaRRA 

Tome theſe terms! You little know Latarra. 
. 1 forc'd- your caſtle true; for in your caſtle 
there dwelt a lady, whom you dar'd. to marry 
in walter of the laws of honour. 155 . 


ALBERT. TY CE GA 


| > Ron Low ought. pot to pronounce the - 
name. 


1 % F# 


£ „ L&ZAnk Ac; | * 
+ Wbat was your honour when you fled your 
Cattle, and left 1 in your rival's power? 


ALBERT) 


» 


my my.” 
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4 „ 

tha Area, 
| Joanna $ purity defies your power. 
„ EASANAK. | 
"4 ſaffer none to live that dare defy it. One 
triumph T have had, one yet remains to van- 


n thee, and perfect my revenge. 


ALBERT. | 
Demon incarnate! to your native bell thus I 


devote you. Do you feel me now? 


„„ (Wounds LAZARRA ) 
6 LAZ ARRA. | 
As the chaf'd lion does, to rage the fiercer— | 
V fight. AuzRT, in parrying LA- 
' _ ZARRA's thruſt, ſtumbles at the root 
of a tree, and falls.) 


There, there! bleſt fortune thy ſtar falls to 


earth, mine ror, ths its pores. on thou art 5 


0 Stands over 1 and ft hi ſword | 
_ at his breaſt.) 


_ ALBERT. | 
I ſcorn your mercy.” Strike ! 


Fl Tarizka. | | 
Enpeck ie; but firſt take this truth Gra me— 


| Joanna lives; you, the mean time, a ſolitary ghoſt, 
muſt wait her _ in thoſe gloomy ſhades 


88 which I now diſmi s thee. 


(As Laz ARRA is in the aft of killing Ar nr 
, Joa x A rufhes in, ulters a ſcream of horror, _ 
and frites LazaRRa to the Arn, who falls 
"with the rhe: „ | 


; 4 * 
„ pa Joanna, 


* V : 28 
* 2 2 1 7 * 7 4 . 
„ PEE Ln JOAN NA: 
. *. ; a % p 5 " ' H = » 
| of N 1 4 ; 
« "Ce 1 8 = q 
# 
a 4 {8 


Joanna. 


Ah, thou murde! rer! Hence to thoſe ſhades 


thyfe! H! Behold tis done He faints, be falls, 
| he dies Save re, {upport me Oh ONE, tell 
me, does my Albert live? N 


T e ALBERT (riſing). 35 he 
He lives, he lives, he laſts thee to bis heart, 
thou angel of his reſcue. 
A ET i RG, - 
Yes 'twas a timely reſcue o' my conſcience— 
How came you, Sir, to fall under his ſword? 


ArBtrr. _ 
The MAN decein'd me as I gave back from 
him. 
Wor.- | 


Aye, that ſame giving 5 8 a bad practice; 


but he has got his paſſport; he is off. 
.. PrmiLIP- 


| Look, oak 1 bs dies ; contallion { ſhakes his 
frame; he gaſps, he writhes in anguiſh, he ex- 


— 


A 
3 


FIRE of all hearts, oh take how" to- —f— 
mercy ! He dies without a pray 'r,—Horrible 


ſight !-—— What Heaven inſpir'd me with the 


firength to do, now, Laying done, I tremble to 
behold. 


A 
Take bane the body ! Sound a retreat, and 
call in the purſuers! Now to the caſtle— Tis 
Joanna's triumph, and we will grace it with our 
beſt diſpiay. To all my friends and brave de- 
en, thanks Actions muſt irs my feel» - 


ing 3 


7 0 0 
x 
| + 


PAS 2 


rightful Lord o 


1 but what you riſqu'd your life to gain 
2 you ſhall poſſeſs. Give Philip Belmont, 


and T'll give him her, that wou'd convert a cot- 
£/ tage to a nne her, DEAE 11 he 8 
e your: s . 


- 
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3 ings3, time muſt ſhew what amy full heart con- - 
ceives, for language cannot. Philip, behold our 
venerable Hermit ; and in his hand, like Truth 
led on 2 by Time, thy deſtin'd bride approaches. 


(Hanne and ELoISA enter.) 


Hermit, 
Albert, if every conqueror had a aa worthy 


as your's, we ſhou'd rejoice in conqueſts ; but in 
this world, for reaſons” only known to Heaven, 


bad men will triumph for a time, and be the lords 


and arbiters of fortune. Tou are both good and 


proſperous, and your candour in owning me the 
Thurn, cancels your father's 


8 Party. | 
With heart and ſoul 2 to 8 and 


| you, I ſeal my thanks upon ths. eee 
x and, and greet. my bleſſing. 


Joax NA. 
Nh years of happineſs attend you both ! 


ALBERT. 


OO. Hence may the raſh-invaders of our land Jearn 
to reyere the valour that defends it! Now let 
our gallagt warriors raiſe their voices in  Celebra- 


tion ok this Joyful rr 


CHORUS. 
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LT A * © Joy, Tor! 
FRoaring War is gone to fl cp, 
«+ Drugs and trumpets: ſilence "EY 
..« Squeaking fifes with accents Thrill, 
Clattering cymbals now are ſtill; 
No more thumping, no more . 
No more burning, no more ee "Wt; 
| * Soldiers en, 
Damſels ſtruggling. 
« Parents flying, _ 
Children crying; 
$6 the ſorrows we have OB 
* Sorrow now is paſt and . 


e 
«* Merry groupes ſhall now be fon,” 


Sporting on the village green, 
Dancing round in jovial ring, . 
«© Whilſt the minſtrel ſmites the ſtringng 
All hands clapping, all heels catering] 8 
8 Grandſires chirping, grandams n ; l 
, | I Looks inviting, 
Hearts uniting, 
5 4 Smiles inſpiring, 
1 E Kiſſes firing; 
uch the; joys that Peace Aiplays 5 am 
Hail, br . 1 of oe My 
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